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' PREFACE BY KOTZEBUE. 


Lam drama is a ſequel to my VIRGIN oF THE Sun, 
My valuable friend SCHROEDER has made ſeveral trifling 
alterations in it, which I might have paſſed over in ſilence, 


from a confidence in his modeſty ; but which 1 gladly 


embrace this opportunity of acknowledging :—In the firſt 
place, becauſe I have never been aſhamed of receiving 
inſtruction from a man like SCHROEDER ;—And ſecondly, 

becauſe the applauſe which this drama has obtained, might 


_ tempt ſome envious hyper-critic to diſpute my claim to 
what is my own. The alterations which the piece has 
undergone are either ſuch as have been made by SchRok- 


' DER himſelf, or ſuch as I have adopted by his advice. 


To the former claſs belong: Firſt, the total ſuppreſ- 
ſion of the ſcene in which DIEGO, ALonzo's armour- 


bearer makes his appearance, which, independant of its 


having no connection with the leading incidents of the 
piece, interrupted the rapid progreſs of the firſt act, by 
unſeaſonable mirth *. | 5 


Secondly, The omiſſion of a finale chorus, and an air 


which ELVIRA ſang to the accompaniment of her guitar, 


* This ſcene the Author has retained in the printed copy of 
his Play; and the tranſlator has likewiſe given it a place, not 


becauſe he did not fully and completely enter into the validity 

of ScuroeveR's objection ; but becauſe he was unwilling to 

| furniſh a certain PUFFING bookſeller with a pretext for inſinu- 
ting, that his tranflation was made from an enlarged edition. 


A Thir dly, | 


A 
? 


character.“ 
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Thirdly, P1zARRo's only conjedturing ELvIiRA's deſign 
upon his life, of which he was originally bluntly informed 
by RoLLAa=—a Circumſtance which might ſubject the cha- 
racer of that licro to the imputation of a want of mag- 


nanimity. 


F urthly; In ſoftening down the cowardly baſeneſs of 


PI AR RO, who originally had recourſe to artifice to Tet 


RoLL4 again into his power, in violation of the ſolemn 
promiſe he had given him. 


'T have myſelf, in deference to ScHROEDER' 8 fig ggeſ- 
tions, converted V ALVERDE from P1zarRo's Chaplaininto 
his Secretary; as a vicious clergyman, in the preſent day, 


1s only ſuffered to be exhibited on the * GREAT THEATRE 
OF THE WORLD, not in the PRIVATE THEATRE OF A 


NATION. My intention was originally to have confined 


this change to the ſtage; and to have permitted this vile 


prieſt, who is not a fictitious character, to appear in print 


in his native deformity : but after ſome attempts to draw 


this diſtinction, I found I had neither leiſure nor inclination 


* In the weteran tranſlation of this critical preface, publiſh- 


ed by Mr. Pulis, KoTzEBVE is made to ſay : “ That 


* it muſt invariably excite diſguft to behold, either upon the great 
© theatre of the world, or the little theatre, (not alluding we 

hope to the Hay-market,) © a clergyman ot ſo contemptible a 
The different turn civen to the ſentiment in 


this verſion cannot fail to ſirike the obſervation of every at- 
tentive reader; 


; but it is not for the tranſlator to determine, 


whether this difference originates in the“ many ſpurious edi- 
tions of this celebrated Play, 


(we quote the very words of 
Mr. PnILLIrs's advertiſement,) “ which have appeared in 


8 Germany;“ —or from a miſconception cf the author's 


| meaning. 


to 
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to trouble myſelf farther with ſuch a wretch, and ſhal! 
therefore leave him as he is, 


The moſt important and beneficial alteration the drama 
has experienced, is unqueſtionably the * elevation of Er- 
vIRA'S character, which I undertook by SCHROEDER'S 
advice: and for which I feel myſelf moſt indebted to his 
counſel, ELVIRA, who, in her original form, approxi- 
mated too nearly to a common proſtitute, will in her pre- 
ſent dreſs, it is hoped, poſleſs ſome claim to compaſſion 
and admiration. 


Various other alterations which ScHRoEDER has been 
induced to make in the repreſentation of the drama, in 

compliance with the public taſte, I have declined adopt- 
ing. I can ſee no reaſon why a writer for the ſtage may 
not explicitly mention, that the Pope iſſued a bull by which 
he made a grant of America to the Spaniards :;—that ano- 
ther bull was publiſhed, enaCting, that the American In- 
dians ihould rank in the claſs of men, and not of apes :— 
that thirteen Indians were gibbeted in honour of Chriſt 
and the twelve apoſtles, and other ſimilar facts. Theſe 


are hiſtoric truths; and why they ſhould be banter from 
the ſtage, I have yet to learn r. | 


* Mr, danny TA 0 improved upon this al- 
teration ſuggeſted by SCHROEDER. There is no compari - 
ſon between the Elvira of Drury-lane, and Korzzzus“ 8 
Heroine. 
— Whatever the German dramatiſt may have ** yet to learn,” 
we believe there exiſts but one opinion among the competent 
critics of the Engliſh Stage, that Mr. SHERIDAN has evinced 
great judgment in enforcing SCHROEDER'S objections to theſe 

_ particulars, by the ſanction of his own example. - 


L eagerly 
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J eagerly avail myſelf of this opportunity to ſay a few 


words on the ſubject of * another of my dramas. A certain 


writer, of the name of SCHUETZE, has thought proper, in 
his «© Hiftory of the Hamburgh Stage,” to aſſert, that 
SCHROEDER has introduced a number of important altera- 
tions in my © Cunt Benyowſky,” to which the ſucceſs of 


that piece is to be aſcribed. This I muſt beg leave to 
tell him is nat true and this ſelf- ſame Monſieur ScHUETzZE 
would in future do well to inform himſelf better of the 


ſubjects, on which he preſumes ſo confidently to decide. 


* The author makes mention of two of his works; but as 
only oN E of them Count Benyoauſty,“ is known in England, 
we have deemed it ſuperfluous ro notice his remarks on the 
other, which being a muſical piece, and of courſe requiring 
a greater degree of ſkill and talent than works in proſe, is not 


| fo likely to be introduced to the Britiſh public through the 


medium of the Cuuzxcu YarD Tranſlating Manufattory, 


PROLOGUE 


1 
* 
© . 
= 

; 
* 

F 
» 8 
n 
"=o 
_ 
£ 
45 
5 
Ay 
1 
7 
1 


PIZARRO, - - Mr. BARRYMORE. 


GONZALO < Mr. WENT WORTH, 


RAAB Mr. POWEL. 
C Mr. KEMBLE. 


CAPUL CO Mr. CORY. 


ELVIRA. — — Mrs. SIDDONS. 


' VIRGINS of the Sun, 4 Miſs LEAK. 


| HIGH-PRIEST, - Mr. SEDGWICK. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 
MEN 


VALVERDE, - MI. R. PALMER. 
Han ir. C, KEMBLE, 
J -- ©» Me. SUETT; 
ALMAGRO, <- MI. CAULFIELD." 


DAVILA, - Mr. TRUEMAN. 
GOMEZ. =. Mr. SURMONT. 
LAS CASAS - -<: - Mr. AIKEN. -- 


CROZIMBO, <- -< Mr. DOWTON. © 


TELANIS, - - Miſter CHATTERLY. 


WOMEN. 


CORA, - Mrs. JORDAN. 
|  ( Miſs DE-CAMP. 
| Mrs. CROUCH, 


Mig STEEVENS, = 
{Miſs DUFOUR.. 


5 Mr. KELLY 
PRIESTS, - Mr. DIGNUM. 


Soldiers, Attendants &c. 


. 


SPANIARDS IN PERU; 


on, THE | 


DEA TH OF ROLLA. 
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SCENE I,—The Scene in this Af continues unvaried in 
 PizAr.Ro's Tent. ELVIRA®, in male Attire, ſleeping on 
4 Couch. V ALVERDE þ enters cautiouſly ; gazes upon her 


with eager deſire; kntels by her Side, and fendy.t Yrſſes her 
Hand. Ex VIxA awakes, and darts at him a a of 


9 | 


VALVERDE. 


| PE an act of preſumption to which the power of 


your charms irreſiſtibly impels me. 
Elvira. My charms antes your fair to atchieve a 
miracle at laſt. . 

+ Paloerde 


In the repreſentation at Drury-Lane ee, Elora ap- 


pears in a female dreſs. This, we think, rather detracts from 
the force of the;charaQter ; as we find chat lady not only the 


companion of Pizarro in all his perilous enterprizes, but his 
aſſociate even in battle, gallantly fighting by his fide; and 


emulating the warlike ardour which formed the baſis of her 


_ attachment to Pizarro, The whole of the pews: ſcene_is 


conſiderably curtailed ; deten which, 434 


DAN has happily ſucceeded in giving Elvira . 4. — 
ot dignity ; and has ſketched her character with the 7e 
tints and animated pencil of a maſſer. 

+ The character of Va{verde;is eſſentially altered * the 


original, Korzzzur has depifted him throughout the 


whole piece as a baſe, crafty hypotriteg without one foil 
fo his vices, Mr. Skz*ivas, on the other hand, makes hith 
perform a generous action, by being inſtrumental co the e 
of ira. The part, however, is, perhaps, the very 
ie the whole 385 ] ad ought not to have been affigned: to a 
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Valverde. And what might that be? 
Elvira. No leſs a miracle than to ſet a woman at va- 
riance with her own beauty. _ 
V-atverde. You are very ſarcaſtic. 
Elvira. * do you thus diſturb my pleaſing dreams? 
Valverde. What was the ſubject of thoſe dreams ? 
Elvira. That I ſaw you hanged. 5 
Valverde. How long will Elvira make a jeſt of my love? 
Elvira. Love, ſay you Who, I pray, could confer 
ſo honourable a name on ſuch a baſtard paſſion ? - Between 


_ ourſelves, Valverde, whenever | hear you ſpeak of love, 


it brings to my mind the idea of a pick-pocket aſking an 
alms ; and whilſt he is invoking the bleſſing of Heaven 
on his benefactor, ſnatching the purſe from the hand that 
is extended to relieve his wants. : 
 Palverde, A lovely woman has uncontrouled liberty of 
Elvira, And a coxcomb will allow himſelf uncon- 
trouled liberty of action. Who authorized you to break | 
in upon my repoſe ?—Is it not enough that my ileep is 


very night interrupted by the noiſe of your drums l And 
yet 


would rather have my ears tormented by them, than 
my eyes by thee, Ca or ae Ho LEI rote. 
Valverde. You are an adept in the art of putting a 
man's patience to the teſt. 5 db e 
Elvira, Shall I inform Pizarro of your perfidy? _ 
FValuerde. Rather inform me by what ſpell Pizarro holds 
you in his chains ?—Wild and ſavage “ is his eye; his beard 
ſhaggy and uncombed:—he is a hypocrite in friendſhip ; 
Elvira. Hold !—Your funeral ſermon is premature: 
remember, Pizarro is ſtill living. | ; 


Valverde. Rough and unpoliſhed, both in hody and in 


mind; a ſwine-herd in his youth, he now rules men as 
though they were but ſwine. 


performer of Mr. PaLnza's talents. We forbear enlarging 
upon this topic, which, indeed, we ſhould not have runched 


upon, but that we fecl it an act of duty todo juſtice to merit, 
tpeciaily where it is evidently neglected, or exerted in 3 


* Miſs PLuwTys, by a pardonable overſight, compares 


| Pizarro's eves to a wild ox. This miſtake ſeems to have ori- 


| rag in her confqunding the adjective flicres with the ſub- 


Rantive fer, which latter fignifies a bull. 4 
N. B. We are happy to find, that Miſs P-— has correfted 
this error, in conſequence of a direct, perſonal communica- 


 $iou from the Writer of theſe Remarks. 
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Elvira. Ha! ha! ha Probably he knows your cha- 
racter better than you imagine. 

Valuerde. More ignorant than an Andaluſian muleteer ! 
—this formidable hero can neither read nor write! 

Elvira. Hark you, mine honeſt friend! a woman in 
love enquires not whether the object of her paſſion can 
read or write; for love is only legible in the eyes, and in 

- the heart only is it written. Valour holds a woman's ſoul 
in far ſecurer chains than Science, Pizarro combats with 
the fword, you with the pen. He is prodigal of blood, 

you only prodigal of in. ee 
Valverde. As yet we have reaped little benefit from 
the effuſion of either. | | 

Elvira. And of what benefit, pray, is all your ſcrib- 
bling ?—It never would have enabled Nugnez Balboa to 
diſcover the South Sea; nor would all the wiſe categories 

of Ariſtotle have furniſhed Pizarro and Almagro with the 
means of fitting out a ſhip, You might ſtill have re- 
mained a groveller in the ſchools, and I, moſt probably, 
had been—anun! _ „ „„ | 
Valverde, And in my opinion it remains a queſtion, 
whether we have been gainers or loſers by the change! 
 __ Elvira, Not fo with me! I would as ſoon be con- 
demned to ſleep my life away like a marmot, as pals it in 
dull monaſtic uniformity, = „ 
Valverde. This is the true character of your ſex. To 
attract notice is the ſummit of your ambition. Splendid 
miſery you prefer to happineſs and calm repoſe. 3 
Elvira. Are you yet to be told what women hold in 
_ greateſt abhorrence ?—unſolicited counſellors; preachers 
of common- place! | I „ os FOg 
| Valuerde. Aye! Aye! ſcoff whilſt the ſun ſhines; 
| and when the thunder rolls over your head, tremble. The 
latter moment is, perhaps, not far diſtannt. 
| Elvira, What, is Valverde turned prophet What 
7 grounds have you for theſe gloomy predidtions? 
Valverde. Are we not in a foreign land, where Death, 
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with ſavage grin, lurks in ambuſh in every unknown herb, 

2 in every yet untaſted fruit ?—Thoſe whom the ſword of the 

” eenemy ſpares, periſh from the baneful influence of a & cli- | 
- Mr. Lewis has very unaccountably parted the com- i 
8 pong word bimmels-fireich, which ſigniſies climate, and tranſ- 

d ated it a role of Heaven :—** Whom the ſword ſpares, he. 

« writes, * periſhes by ſome unexpected ſtroke of Heaven.“ 
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mate to which they are unaccuſtomed. Daily is the 
number of our troops diminiſhing. 

Elvira. So much the better. Are we not the heirs of 
thoſe that fall ? 

Valverde. There lies the point dhe luſt of plunder is 
your ſole motive. 

Elvira. And what is thine, Valverde to Thigk you I 
cannot diſcern the wolf, becauſe he mimics the bleating of 
the ſheep? Can you hope to conceal the rogue from the 
penetrating eyes of woman ?—Away, away! there is not 


in your whole camp, Las Caſas excepted, a ſingle man 


who ſpeaks ſincerely what he thinks. 5 
Valverde. Name not that enthuſiaſt; that viſionary 


apoſtle of humanity and toleration. 


Elvira. Know, there are moments in which the vi- 


ſions of that venerable man take a moſt powerful hold of 
my heart; moments, in which I would ſooner kiſs his 


grey beard than thy ruddy cheeks : when whole nights of 
voluptuouſneſs would be requiſite to efface one painful | im- 


preſſion made by his words. 


Valverde. For ſhame, Elvira! e 
Elvira. (with a flifled ſigb.) Ah! had I but homer 


become acquainted with this venerable man! Who can 


tay, what then might have been my caſe ? 
Valverde. You would then have been a pious thun | 


aſt in the cauſe of Humanity, as it is termed :—Nothing 
indeed, fo eaſily leads men into enthuſiaſm as fine ſounding 
words, to which no ſpecific idea is attached, The imagi- 


nation grows heated, it teems, and brings forth a martyr. 


Elvira. Is Valverde turned philoſopher ? 
Valverde. Does that character diſpleaſe you? With 
all my heart: let us deſcend then from the cloudy regions 


of e the laughing meadows of Love. 


Elvira. Your footſteps would blight their verdure. 
To be brief; my crafty friend, you muſt exchange your 


pen fora ſword, and atcheive ſome illuſtrious exploit, if 
ever you hope to win Elvira's love. 


Valverde. Tell me what mighty ations. has Pizarro | 


: performed. 


Elvuira. Aſk the Old World ;aſk the New Selk. up- 
ported byhis own energy, Pizzarro has raiſed himſelf from bo 


- obſcure condition of a ſwine-herd, to the rank of a renowned 


chief and warrior. When, to conquer an unknown world, 
he left Panama in a ſmall bark, with only an en fol- 
OWers 
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lowers in his train, my heart whiſpered me, This muſt 
be a bold man.” When, afterwards, in the little iſland of 
Gallo, he drew a line acroſs the ſand with his ſword, and 
gave every one liberty to leave him that choſe to over-ſtep 
that line; when at the head of no more than thirteen tried 
aſlociates, who ſwore adherence to him, he made a vow to 
ie or conquer, then did my heart exclaim aloud : <« This 
is. a great. man! X 

Valverde. Great, if he ſucceeds ; but ſhould his plans 
3 the world will . him as a madman and 
a foo 

Elvira. Such is the fate of every hero, Children 
view with gaping wonder the aſcent of a rocket, but laugh 
at its exploſion, 

Valverde. But, ſuppoſe this dcin ſhould aſcend to the 
_w_ ſcy, what hope can you form from it? 

lvira. To become Vice-Queen of Peru. Pizarro 
ſhall govern this ſavage people; I will civilize them. 

Lalverde, Are ſuch, indeed, your expectations? —Lit- 
tle, alas! are you acquainted with Pizarro's crafty ambi- 
tion. Should Fortune conduct him to the ſummit of his 
aſpiring hopes, he would, in that caſe, make an offer of 

his hand to ſome female whoſe illuſtrious birth might caſt 

a a friendly veil over his own ignoble origin; and whole 

connections at court might ſecure him againtt the intrigues 
of his enemies. The wretched Elvira would be forgotten; 

forgotten all that ſhe has done and ſuffercd for his ſake. 
Elvira, Ha I —ſhould that indeed prove the caſe but 
hiſs on, thou venomous reptile. 

Jaluerde. To reverſe the picture; on the other hand, 
Valverde, now, indeed, no more than private ſecretary to 

Pizarro; but ſoon, perhaps, chancellor, and Elvira his 
: ir iend. "> 
Lluira. knetet rater ! 

Valuerde. Lou trample down the 1 which courts 
your hand, in graſping at fruit above your reach. Truſt 
me, as long as Alonzo de Molina continues to inſtru. 

. 8 in aur arts and diſcipline, Naum will find 
that he is only threſhing ſtraw. 5 
_ _ long as Pizarro continues to merit my 
_ eſteem, lo dull . no arti ice have power to fever me 
from him. Should Fortune turn her back upon him, EL 
ura will tale him by the hand. 


"Fn 9 though PE never fails 11 
7 | overtake 


4 
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ſca; moraſſes, rivers, and trackleſs foreſts 
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overtake the fool at laſt:— But, hark! Lhear Pizarto's 


voice. 


Elvira. Quick then, aſſume an honeſt face, thou wily 
hypocrite, if ou canſt. 


SCENE II. Rater PizaRRo, He farts on ſeeing var. 


VERDE and ELVIRA together, and contemplates them 


with a Look of ſcowling Suſpicton, VALVERDE Berus; 
ELVIRA laughs, 


Pizarro, Why does Elvira laugh? 
Elvira. To laugh and cry, without aſſigning the 


cauſe, is one of the few privileges we women enjoy 


Pizarro. But I will have that cauſe explain 
Elvira, You will ?—you will? but 7 will not. 
Valverde. Donna Elvira was ridiculing my * 


ſions 


Pixarro. Of what? 


Valverde. Leſt the foe, by dint of ſuperior numbers, 


and inſpired by Alon⁊0ů 


Pizarro, (Scornfully) None but a woman, or the man 


| Who reſembles one, can ſtand in dread of that ſtripling. 


Valverde. Y ou are right. My fears were childiſh and 


puſillanimous: a pupil under your banners, the | pn | 
tuous boy now revolts againſt his maſter, _ 9 
Pizarro, At my table hath he danquetted, in "ay tent 


hath he repoſed, 
Valverde, Ungrateful wretch! 
Pizarro. Dearly did I once love him. He was entruſted 


to my care by his mother. She was a lady of a high aſpir- 
ing mind; and there glowed in the boy's breaſt a ſpark of 


heroic ardour, which | hoped ere long to fan into a flame. 

Elvira. * Tis the excluſive province of our ſex to on 
heroes. 

Pizarro. (Tauntingh) Say my. ſo —1 never was in 
love. 

Elvira. Then never were you a hero, 


Pizarro. (To Valverde) Often when I recounted to him 


the hiſtory of our firſt expedition; how I was driven 
about, with a handful of men, by adverſe elements, for ſe- 


venty ſucceſſive days; how ſtorms and waves If 


land, ren- 


dered each ſtep we took as painful E laborious as a day's 
: march; bow we had to contend alternately with the la- 


vage 
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vage inhabitants of the coaſt, and inclement ſkies ; how 
inceſſant combats, famine, a torrid clime, and fatal diſeaſe, 
daily thinned the ranks of our little troop, till dire neceſ- 
ſity at length compelled me to leave thoſe accurſed ſhores, 
and fly to an inhoſpitable coaſt oppoſite to the Pearl Iſlands, 
as the only chance of preſerving my life: when in a plain 
unvarniſhed tale 1 recounted theſe >perilous adventures to 
Alonzo, the generous youth claſped me with tranſport in 
his arms, and a tear gliſtened in his blue ſparkling eye. 
Valverde. And whole rude envious foot trod down to 
earth this riſing promiſing plant? 33 
Pizarro. Las Caſas came between my hopes with his 
ſmooth tongue, tranſported the youth into loftier viſionary 
ſpheres, intoxicated him with the maddening draughts of 
enthuſiaſm; and from that hour in vain have | laboured to 
draw him down from his air-built caſtles into the actual, 
material world. „%% 
Valverde. And then he fled, became your enemy, and 
A traitor to his native country. : | 
Pixarro. But not till the ſilly Boy had firſt eſſayed to 
ſhake the firm, determined principles of a Man, and 
that man—Pizarro{ Not till after he had hung weeping 
round my neck; had ſtrove to wheedle the drawn fword 
out of my graſp, and called the Peruvians—our brethren. 
Valverde. Blind, obdurate Pagans our brethrep |— 
There, indeed, I recognize the pupil of Las Caſas. 
| Pizarro, But when the ſtripling found that his tears 
fell upon cold and ſenſeleſs marble, he flew and joined 
the enemy; took, traitor-like, advantage of their ſuperio- 
rity of numbers, of the inſtructions he had received from 
me; took advantage of the practical knowledge he poſſeſſed, 
both of our ſtrength and of our weakneſs; and at length 
reduced me Ha I burn with ſhame and with the thirſt of 
reve the ignominious neceſſity of retreating. _ 
Valverde. But the hour of retribution is arrived, and 
YO hangs over his devoted head, 7 
ixarro. Fes, of a truth does it. With a mightier 
force have I returned, and the audacious boy ſhall dearly 
learn that Pizarro ſtill lives, and has a grateful recollection 
of all the kind offices he has received at his hands. . 
Valverde. But is it aſcertained, whether Alonzo be ſtill 


kl? - be: 5 
Pixarro. It is. Even juſt now our out-poſts have . 
made his armour-bearer priſoner, The enemy, it appears, 
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are twelve thouſand ftrong ;—their leaders, Alonzo and 
Rolla. To-day they offer a ſolemn facrifice to their 
idols. Be it our part to take advantage of the blind ſecu- 
rity into which they are lulled, and to ſprinkle their altars 
with human pore. 


Elvira. What! fall upon them by furprize? Will not 


Pizarro take me with him as his companion ? 
Pizarro. *Tis not a hall I am preparing to attend. 
Elvira. Nor is it to a dancer that I offer myſelf as 
partner, 1 | - 
Pizarro, If in my armoury you can find a * ſword ſuffi- 
ciently light for a lady's hand to wield, attend me, and take 
your ſtation by my fide. eh 
Elvira. Will this increaſe your affection towards me? 
Pizarro. It will; and for this plain reaſon: the tu- 


mult of the fight will be my beſt f guarantee for your fi- 
delity. | X 5 
| Elvira, 
We are not a little puzzled to devine Mr. Syurzinan's 


motive for making Pizarro counſel Elvira to provide herſelf 
with a /pear inſtead of a word. Independant of the confide> 


ration, that a ſpear muſt be both more ponderous, and more 


difficult to manage; we do not find this nominal exchange of 


weapons warranted by the ſequel, In the Fifth Act, where 
Elvira makes her appearance in company with, Valverde, ſne 


is expreſsly armed with a fword, with which ſhe very ſeaſon- 
ably comes to the ſuccour of Aloxzo, and enables that 
to violate hiſtoric truth, by furniſhing him with the means 
of prematurely diſpatching Pizarro. 8 . 


+ Toa liberal mind, it muſt ever prove an unpleaſant cir- 


cumſtance to be under the neceſſity of animadverting on the 
occational errors of other writers ; and the feeling critic eannot 
but experience an aggravated ſenſation of pain, when the ob- 
ject of his remarks is a female, and that female a .perſon of 
worth, and no mean literary attainments. The regard, how- 
ever, which we owe to truth and juſtice, compels. us to ob- 
ſerve, that Miſs PrumTRE has committed a Habt miſtake 


in her tranſlation of this paſſage. From the caſual reſem- 


blance which the word berge, in the phraſe buerge /eyn, bears 
to burg, a caſtle, or fortreſs, ſhe has been mitled to render 


this paſſage : © The rumult of battle would be a fg, in 


which 1 ſhould conſider your fidelity as-fecure,'—Where- 
as in fact, no mention, no alluſion is made to a fortre/r 5 but 


the phraſe ſimply implies——* The tumult of battle will be 


my guarantee for your fidelity.“ TIT 3 
_ V8 * * el 


cro 
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Elvira. Vou are BOP A woman who wiſhes 
to deceive, will brave all perils of the earth and ſea and 


furious elements to maſk her purpoſe. 
Pizarro. I thank you for the hint, and ſhall n not neglect 
to write it down in my memory, 
Elvira. You cannot write. 
Pizarro. Elvira! 
Elvira. Why that wrathful look? Js it then my fault! ? 
Pizarro. You well know. what difpleaſes me. 
Elvira. Suppoſe you had experienced the misfortune 


to break your leg at nurſe; would you be athamed of 


| ee in your walk? 


izarro, Drop the ſubjeR ; and never let me hear you. 


introduce it 5 | 
Elvira. ( Aſide.) In the heel only 1 was | Achilles vul- 
nerable. 


* SCENE III. DiE OO brought i in Prifoner. 


Diego. Oh me! 
Pizarro, Doſt thou ſtill remember 7 
| | DE, HD 1  Diege. 


Reluctant as we in general are to * ſhow Authors where 


« their error lies,” —we poſſeſs, in the preſent inſtance, too 


firm a conviction, grounded on perſonal acquaintance (ur 
here, as in all fimilar cafes, the maxim apglies | | 
Amicus Socrates, amicus Plato, ſed magis amica veritas) 


of Miſs PLUMTRE's candour and good ſenſe, to be under the 


ſlighteſt apprebenſions of giving umbrage to that intelligent 
lady. No ſpirit of rivalfhip can be ſuppoſed to exiſt on the 
part of the writer of theſe ſtrictures, who, whatever his abi- 
lities may be in this line, feels little ambition to follow the 


dull, mechanical trade of tra»/ating. Miſs PLumTtRe's ; 


Verſions (thoſe at leaſt which ſhe has hitherto publiþ- 
ed, and from theſe we augur a favourable preſage of her fu- 
ture performances,) will ever place her in the rank of a by 
ſpectable writer. The preſent /uper numerary tranſlation, b 


the author of the LITERARVY Censvs, is not to be re — 4 


as a riva production; he has merely taken up the trade of a 
tranſlator, as furniſhing bim, in the preſent inſtance, with an 
opportunity of addreffing a few candid ſtrictures to the Public, 
which have at once a reference to the general ſtate of litera- 
ture, and more immediately to the character of the national 
drama. Under theſe circumſtances, his notice of Miſs Pl un- 
TRE's productions is rather to be viewed in a flattering light. 
*The whole of this ſcene has been omitted fince the firſt 


pight $ repreſentation; In this che ade has diſplayed a 
3 | ame 


tion ! 


face which accompanies this tranſlation, * 
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Diego. How could 1 poflibly forget | the flower of Spa- 
niſh kniphthood? | 


Pizarro. How long ago 1s it fince you paid the laſt 


viſit to my kitchen ? 


Diego. So long, an' pleaſe you, that I have almoſt re- 
Fonts myſelf to a ſkeleton by faſting. 


Pizarro. Is your maſter till living? 

Diego. He is. 

Elvira, What brought you hither to us? 

Diego. 1 was allured by the delicious ſmell of a ſuck- 
ing- pig, which your ſoldiers roaſted in one of the out- poſts. 

Pizarro. Tell me what is the ſtrength of the enemy? 

Diego. Twelve thouſand men. | 


Pizarro. And Alonzo, I ſuppoſe, is their IEEE > 
Diego. Alonzo and Rolla. - 

Pizarro. Who is this ſelf-ſame Rolla ? N 
Diego. A ſavage, who has entered into a league with 
Satan himſelf ; one who flouriſhes an enormous club with 
as much eaſe; as I could a quarter of lamb; and who 
wields his ſword with as much dexterity, as docs your 
cook a ſkimming ladle. 


Pizarro. I could wiſh to be acquainted with him. Are 
he and Alonzo friends? 


Diego. Friends yes, truly he is paſſionately in ; love 


| with Donna Cora. 


Pizarro. And who is Donna Cora? 
Diego. My maſter's wife. 
Pixarro. Fa your maſter then married: 15 

Valverde. And to a heathen On horrible abomina- 


Diego. They love each other for all the world like 
two Chriſtians. 


Valverde. Has he cauſed her to be baptized * 


conſiderable mare of judgment ; as it was incontrovertibly 
of too low and contemptible a caſt to accord with the genera] 


complex ion and dignity of the piece. We are the more gratified 
in its ſuppreſſion, as it has proved the mon! of adding io he 
_ Intereſting part of the Od Cazigue, fo ably ſuſtained by that 
' meritorious 8 Mr. Dowrox. Lie beautiful cha» 


rafter of Rolla, is now incorporated 3 in the ſpeech of the lat- 
ter. Some remarks on DiEco's character, by KoTzzBuS 
himſelf, and his friend Schroeder, are contained in the Pre- 


* 7 1 * 
5 , * oy 
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Diego. No; my maſter ſays, it is poffible to be virtu- 
ous and good, without baptiſm. 

Valverde. Oh ! the blaſphemous wretch ! ' | 

Pizarro. Does Cora bear him company in the camp ? 

Diego. She does, together with her child, and a num- 
ber of other females. 

Pizarro. I am glad to hear it. The more women, the 
eaſier will be our victory. The ſcreams and cries of the 
women enervate and diſhearten the men. Are they pre- 
pared for battle ? 


Diego. No! this is the day appointed for a ſolemn ſa- 
crifce. 


Vakoerds, Is it to the devil that they ſacrifice? 
Diego. No! to the ſun, 
Pakerde. But the facrifice, no doubt; conſiſts of "RE 
man victims? 

Diego. No! it conſiſts of fruits and aromatic herbs. 
Pizarro. Then it ſhall be our province to ſupply the 
human blood for | prinkling their offerings. And now 


thou haſt talked enough, Signor Die 2 you may even be- 
take yourſelf to my kitchen, and aſſiſt the turnſpit. 


Diego. With pleaſure. Only do me the favour to look 
at theſe lank ſides; and waſted legs. I have lived upon 
nothing but putrid fiſh, ſour cherries, and cakes of maize 
ever ſince I have been among theſe vile heathens. | 

Pizarro. Were | to deal with you according to your 


' merits, I ſhould order you to be hung upz as a deſerter, on 
the firſt tre. 


Diego. Alack ! oh dear | (To Elvira s.) Pray do you, 


my oe young gentleman, be my advocate with the ge- 
Neral. | 


Pizarro, Take yourſelf off, and thank your own ſtu- 5 
5 pidity that I have not made a er example of you. 


ego. Heaven be praiſed then, for granting me ſuch | 
2a comfortable ſhare of ſtupidity. 


One of the Guards. Shall we put him in thains ? 
Diego. Learn, fool, to chain up your own tongue. 


Pizarro. Feed dünn well, and PII er for it he does 
not deſert a ſecond time. 


3 It muſt be remembered, that Elvira, on che German 
liage, is dreſſed in man's apparel. 


E 4 Diege. 
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Diego. Long life to Don Pizzaro !—He retains a 
grateful recollection of his old friends. Exit *. 

Pizarro, (after « ſhort pauſe of reflection.) Ves, my 

reſolution is fixed. The facrificers ſhall themſelves be 
made the victims. Firſt, hold we a council of war, and 
then to battle. Elvira retire. 

Elvira, Why ſhould I retire ? 

Pizarro. Becauſe men are to meet here, and on man- 
ly buſineſs. | 

Elvira. And is a woman an intruder on ſuch occa- 
ſions?— O Man! Man! Man! ungrateful ſex; the moſt 
valuable gift conferred upon you by nature, M make uſe 
of merely as a play-thing. f ſhall not retire. 
9 Pizarro. Remain then, and if poſſibly thou canſt, be 

ent. | 

Elvira. Thoſe only babble who practiſe not reflection, 
Tall think, and therefore ſhall be filent. 


SCENE W. Enter Lai Casas, Gontate, Daria, 
NE and ſeveral other Spaniſh Officers. 


ä Caſas. Pizarro, we attend your ſummons. 
Pizarro, Be ſeated, venerable father, and you, like- 
| wiſe, my worthy friends. At length is the moment ar- 
_ rived in which we ſhall reap the fruits of our perilous en- 
terprize. Lulled into blind ſecurity, the enemy this day 
offer à ſolemn ſacrifice to their idols. My counſel is, to 


fall upon them by ſurprize; then death to the armed, and 
chains to the defenceleſs. 


Almagro. | vote for putting every Peruvian to death, 
without exception, whether found in arms or not. 


Gonzalo, The women and children, methinks, might 
be ſpared. | | 


* Had we merelyconſulted our own taſle, and the credit of the 
German Dramatiſt, we certainly ſhould have imitated the ex- 
ample of the Drury-Lane Manager, and by a total ſuppreſſion 
of this ſcene, have conſigned the wretched attempt at wit and 
humour to merited oblivion. But, however honourable ſuch 
a line of conduct might be to Mr. KoTzEBVE's reputation, 
we are well aware that advantage would be taken of it, in a 
certain quarter, to infinuate that the preſent tranflation had 
been made from a ſpurious and imerfict edition. We have, 
5 reluctantly ſuflered this diſgraceful monument to 

and. 


Almagro. 
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Almagro. Better were it to extirpate the whole race at 
one deciſive blow. 
Valverde. In honour of the Chriſtian faith. 
Las Caſas. Ceaſe to blaſpheme. 
Almagro. Too long inactive have we loitered on this 
coaſt, * a 
Las Caſas. And now would fain practice murder, by 
way of employment. 5 
Almagro. As yet I fee no benefit accruing frem the 
heavy expences we have incurred, | 
Pizarro. We ſuffer want; and the troops begin to 
Murmur. : 3 | 
Gonzalo, While Alonzo revels in luxury, and derides us. 
Pizarro, That falſe, perfidious boy !—that traitor to 
his country! _ | | 
Las, Caſas. My heart yet ceaſes not to aſſure me, that 
Alonzo experiences a ſevere ſtruggle between his philan- 
thropy, and his affection to his native country. | 
Almagro. Your heart naturally pleads your pupil's cauſe. 
Las Cafas. True, he is my pupil; and I take pride in 
calling him by that title. Rs | 
Almagro, Enough of that; he ſhall foon learn to 
know us. 8 . 
Pizarro. The enemy's numbers encreaſe daily; the 
country is ſtrange and unknown to us; famine ſtares us in 
the face; and delay enervates our courage. Againſt theſe 
threatening and accumulating dangers, we have only one 
reſource left, and that is, to give the enemy battle. 
All, (except Las Caſas.) Jo battle then To battle 
Las Caſas. Dreadful and ſoul-harrowing echo -A 
battle? and againſt whom? Againit a monarch, who 
but a few days ſince tendered you his hand in amity—- 
againſt a people that never wronged the living being their 
Creator formed; who inoftentively cultivate their native 
fields, and worſhip God according to the religion of their 
forefathers, in unblemiſhed innocence, 5 | 
Valuerde. Say, rather againſt a Pagan king, who ſacri- 
fices to the ſun; and who mult therefore periſh by the 
ſword, in honour of the true religion. „ 
Las Caſas. Is then the cruel meaſure of your guilt not yet 
full? When will your luſt for blood be ſatiated with the 
murder of theſe poor children of innocence, who accorded 
you ſuch a hoſpitable reception ?—God of Omnipotence ! 
thou, whoſe thunder-bolt can ſhiver into duſt the adaman- 
Ew | gs 5 tine 
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tine rock; whoſe ſun can diſſolve even mountains of ice; 
impart a portion of thy power to my words, as thou haſt 
. communicated a ſpark of thy divine benevolence to my 
will. —( Re-addreſſing himſelf to the AjJembly.) Paſs but in 
review the millions of unhappy victims wantonly ſacrificed 
to your luſt of plunder. As Gods ye were received; as 
Fiends you have acted. Freely, and with chearfulneſs, 
did theſe innocent natives ſhare with you their gold, and 
the produce of their lands; you repaid their kindneſs by 
violating their daughters and their wives, Human nature 
could no longer brook ſuch infernal treatment ; the victims 
of your oppreſſions preſumed but to murmur, then were your 
blood hounds trained to hunt them down like ſavage beaſts of 
prey. Thoſe who eſcaped the fury of this diabolical chace, 
were yoked to the plough, and compelled to till their own 
fields for your uſe ; or ſentenced to a living death to work 
your gold mines, and ſupply the cravings of your inſatia- 
le avarice. : 1 I : 
Pizarro, You exaggerate ? SO, 
5 Las Caſas. Exaggerate? — Would to Heaven I could 
exaggerate Would I had done even juſtice to your 
_ eEnormities |—But ſcenes of ſtill greater horror remain to 
de diſcloſed ; ſcenes which might draw tears from the eyes 
| 85 of tigers But huſh, my ſighs ! ye tears debar me not of ut- 
(| terance! Bets were made, which of you poſſeſſed the greateſt 
li dexterity in cleaving a fellow- creature aſunder; or ws moſt 
ſxilfully could ſtrike off a head: you tore infants from their 
agonizing mother's arms, and in mere wantonneſs, daſhed 
bout their brains againſt the rocks. You refined, with the 
| malice of demons, on the modes of torture, and roaſted 
= | their chiefs before flow fires; and if their piercing ſhrieks 
_— __ diſturbed their diabolical tormentors in their ſleep, gags 
| | were forced down their throats to ſtifle their cries of an- 
| : guiſh, Thirteen Indians were hung on thirteen different 
1 | gibbets, — Oh God! dare I utter the impious ſentence !— 
in honour of Chriſt, and his twelve apoſtles, Theſe aged 
eyes have witneſſed the barbarities, the horrors I relate ; 
and ſtill I live !—You weep, Donna Elvira? Is then yours 
the only heart in all this company ſuſceptible of being mo- 
1 ved by this tale of horror ? 3 „ 
| Almagro, I ſhould ſuppoſe it is; for we hav no other 
| 7 women except Elvira and yourſelf. ' "AT 
[! | Pizarro. The doleful tale you have juſt recited, does not 
| implicate us. What have we to do with the cruelties of a 
Columbus, or an Oyando? e 
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Las Caſas. Are ye not on the very eve of renewing 
thoſe atrocities ? | 


Valverde. And ſuppoſing we were; it is yet a moot 


point, whether thoſe Indians belong to the human ſpecies, 
or to the tribe of apes : 

Las Caſas. Woe to you! and juſtly, if you cannot 
recognize your fellow-creatures, without a bull from the 
Roma Pore. omen | i 
Valuerde. The New World was given us by his Holi- 
neſs, “ to ſubdue it by aid of the divine favour &.“ 


Pizarro, Ceaſe this vain diſcourſe. Time flies, and 


with it our opportunity. Say, my friends, are ye diſpoſed 
for fighting? | | : 
All. Weare. 


Las Caſas. Oh! rather ſend me again to treat with the 


enemy. Let me ſpeak to them in the language of peace; 
let me, with gentleneſs, inculcate our holy religion into 
their hearts. E 
Valverde. Firſt let theſe heroes fight, and prepare the 
way for the doctrines of our holy religion 4 
Las Caſas, With blood? | 


Almagro. We leave it to your pious tears to waſh out 
the ſtain of blood, But away, my friends! let us loſe 


by 3 


time no longer. 


Las Caſas, Oh God, thou haſt appointed me thy ſer- 


vant, not to curſe, but to bleſs thy creatures—But here 


my benedictions were blaſphemy. —Curſes light upon 


you, homicides. Accurſed be your cruel purpoſe ; ac- 
curſed the bond of blood by which you are united. On 


you and on your children be the innocent blood which you 


this day meditate to ſhed——I now leave you, and for 
ever, that | may no longer be an eye-witneſs of your atro- 


V This is a literal quotation from the papal bull. See Ro- 
bertſon's Hiſtory of America, 1 „ 
It would be almoſt ſuperfluous to apprize the reader, that 
theſe documents of cruelty are very judiciouſly ſuppreſſed in the 


repreſentation. The character of Las Caſas, as, depicted by 


Mr. SHER i DAN, is truly noble; and a moſt able repreſenta» 
tive has that humane friar found in Mr. ArcxIN. : 
+ The reader will recolle& from the preface, that Valverde 


was originally defigned by KorzEBUE to repreſent Pizarro's 


chaplain, This accounts for his frequent alluſions to reli- 
gion, and the traits of bigotry, intolerance, and perſecution, 
which mark his character. | 1 | 


cities. 


Tom „ 
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cities. In caverns and in foreſts will I hide myſelf from 
your hateful ſight ; with tygers and with leopards will J 
commune :—and when we thall hereafter conjointly ſtand 
before the tribunal of that God, whoſe mild doctrines, 
and whoſe mercies you have this day forſworn, then trem- 


ble at the dreadful * charges which your accuſer will have 
t prefer againſt You. (Going F 


Elvira. Good Las Cafas, let me accompany you. 
Las Caſas, No] ſtay, and fave thy fellow-creaturs if 


thou canſt. Here I have no longer any influence: but the 


charms of woman often plead more powerfully than the 


eloquence of an aged man. Haply, thou art deſtined to 


be the guardian angel of theſe unfortunate natives. { Exit. 
Pizarry. What was your purpoſe, Elvira! 
Elvira. Scarcely can I tell myſelf. The venerable 


father appeared-to me this moment ſomething more than 
Human ; and you, and all your troop, degraded below the 


human level. 

. Almagro. The grey-bearded enthuſiaſt raves. 

Valverde. He dreams of Plato's viſionary world. 

| Pizarro, Dead to the power of enjoyment himſelf, he 
now reads his penitential ſermon. 

Elvira. Mock as you pleaſe; there is ſomething | in 
my heart that gives the lie to all you ſay. 

Gonzalo. Pity becomes a beauteous woman. 

Elcira. And humanity a conqueror. | 

Pizarro, I am heartily glad that we are relieved from 


the lectures of that auſtere moraliſt. 


Aman ro. Right! | we ſuall now yawn the leſs, and fight 
the more, 

Pizarro, At the hour of noon, * 82 the ſun rides ver- 
tical, it is the cuſtom of che Peruvians to ſacrifice to that 
deity. Do you, Almagro, vcheel round by the left thro' 


| the foreſt : you, Gonzalo, muſt occupy the hill on our 


Mr. SurrIDAn has given, a very happy turn to the 
concluding ſentence of Las Caſas ſpeach, which tends to ex- 
hibit the character of that venerable prieſt in a more amiable 
light. Inſiead of threatening to aggravate their doom by his 


| accuſations at the tribunal "of Eternal Juſtice, he content; 


himſelf with warning them of the miſery they will entail up- 

on their own heads by perſiſting in their ſanguinary and de- 

ftructive meaſures, * Then (he ſays) ſhall ye,gxperience 
* thoſe peng Which now rend the boſom of your accuſer.” 


Ii ight. | 
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right. I ſhall charge the enemy in front. Are we victo- 
rious, the gates of Quito will be thrown open to receive us. 
Almagro, And then ſhall we hail Pizarro monarch of 
eru. | | 
Pizarro, Not ſo haſtily, my friends. To proceed 
with ſafety, we muſt proceed with caution, Ataliba muſt 
ſtill hold the ſhadow of a ſceptre; Pizarro apparently 


rule under his authority, and by eſpouſing his daughter, ſe- 


cure to himſelf the ſucceſſion to the throne. 
Gonzalo, A moſt excellent plan. 


Almagro, Pizarro ſhines equally as the hero and the 


ſtateſman. 1 5 
Valverde. (Apart to Elvira.) Heareſt thou that, Elvira? 


Elvira, Nay, the plan is moſt delightful ! and where 


is Elvira to remain? 

Pizarro. In the houſe of her friend. 

Elvira. As attendant on the queen? N 
Pizarro. On the heireſs of Peru I ſhall confer, what 


- generally falls to the lot of princeſſes—my hand. Elvira 


will ſtill retain unrivalled poſſeſſion of my heart, 
Elvira. And when age ſteals on me, you will appoint 
me governeſs to your children? Do you promiſe that? 


Pizarro, Does Elvira feel offended } Reflect that a 
ſeeptre beckons me. F 


|  Ebvira. Offended! fay you? No! No! I only feel a 
little vexed, that yon dolt ſhould poſſeſs more penetration 


than myſelf, 


Pizarri. What am I to underſtand by that ſpeech ? 
Elvira. Oh, nothing! mere whim and caprice ! Par- 


don the natural loquacity of our ſex. It no longer 
obſtruct the hero's career. The din of army ſummons 


you hence. Away | ye men of mighty proweſt 
Pizarro. You mean to accompany us ? 


bre, Moſt certinly—Elvirs muſt be the bud to. 


hail the future monarch f 
SCENE V.—Enter Gomez. 
Almagro, What news, Gomez ? 


Peru, 


Gomez. We have juſt made priſoner an old Cazique 
dl who ſeems to have 

deen ſent as a ſpy upon our camp. He ſaw he could 
uffered himſelf to be chained without 


under the palm-trees on yon 


not cſcape us, and 


reſiſtance. Vet very word he utters breathes indignation 
and defiance. ' iy 0 


aw 


-_—— EATS — 1 en ne en no oo <I> Boa . 


15 Pizarro. 


71171 
p 


26 | THE SPANIAKDs IN PERU; OR, 


Pizarro. Conduct him hither, ( Gomez obeys his in- 


ſtructions and returns immediately to the tent with the captiue 


Cazique.) 
Pizarro. Who art thou ? 


Cazique, ( Firm and undaunted, but without any braggade- 


c19-aths,) Firſt tell me, which among you is the Captain 
of this band of Robbers. 
| Pizarro, Ha! 


Almagro. Have you laſt your ſenſes ?—(to- Pizarrs) 
ſhall I tear his tongue out by the roots ? 
Caxique. Tou counſel well; that Wil ſave you the 
pain of hearing truth. 


Davila. (drawing bis dagger, ) Let me plunge this into 
his heart, 


Cazique. (to Pizarro.) Does your army boaſt many 
ſuch heroes ? F 

Pizarro. (His eyes ſparkling with rage.) Stubborn fool! 
for this inſolence thou ſhalt die. But firſt * confeſs what 
thou knoweſt. 

Cazique. My confeſſion is + already made. Yet one 
thing I have juſt learned from thee. | 1 

Pizarro. And what is that? 

 Cazique. That I muſt die. 

Pizarro. Leſs audacity d be ave pre- 
ſeryed thy life. 


, Cazique. - My life is like a withered tree; it is not 
Worth preſerving. _ 5 
Pizarro. Qun arms can raiſe ee to the 2 rank 
among thy en. TRE 


0 8 We know not by wha ſtrange coincidence of ſentiment, 


both Mr..Lew1s and Miſs PLUMTRE, in their reſpectiye : 
tranſlations of thiß play, have given a turn to this paſſage, 
which would lead..the reader to ſuppoſe, that Pizarro had 


- thrown out a threat to put the old Cazique to the tortupe. 


Whatever might be the intentions of the Spaniſh. chief, his 


ſpeech on the preſent occaſion does not authorize the anticipa· | 
tion of ſuch a menace, 


+ Here the veteran tranſlator of KoTZERUE has fallen into 


a moſt egregious error: which entirely deſtroys the force of 


the concluding part of Croximbo's ſpeech. The old Cazique 
is made to ſay ; Such à confeſſion auill ſoon be made, inſtead. 


of declaring that he has 10 farther confeſſion to r which 


. circumſtance alone gives propriety to what he afterwards adds: 
Vet one thing I have juſt learned from theeg? 34n Lg 


<a 0 «os 


* . Cænigus: 
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Caxiq ue. My countrymen are well acquainted with the 
cherer of old Crozimbo! he never was accounted the 
laſt among them. | 


Pizarro, This very morning v we mean to attack your 


forces; be our guide through the ann,” and we n 
load you with treaſure. 


Cazique, Ha! Ha! Hat 2 5 
Pixarro. You treat my propoſals with Aten 5 


Cazique. I am above thy power to bribe ; 1 poſlels the 


wealth of two gallaht ſons. I have, ſtored in heaven, the 


riches which repay good actions; and fill 8 aue 
treaſure do I bear about me. 


Pizarro. What is that? anſwer us direQly. 4 


. Caztque, I. will for it never can be thine r he 


treaſure of a pure, unſullied conſcience. 

Pizarro. Few Peruvians durſt anſwer as thou doſt. 4 
 Cazique, I with I could fay, No rt durſt act as 
thou doſt. x 
Pizarro, What is the number of your army! 5 
Caxique. Count the trees in yonder * foreſt. 
Almagro. Which is the weakeſt ſide of your camp: 72 


Cazique. It has no weak ſide; it is overy where forti- 
fied with juſtice. 


Davila. Which is your ee hour of ſacrifice to 


the ſun? 
Cazique, Our gratitude aſcends to heaven at all hours. 


Pizarro, In what place have you concealed your wives 


. and your children? 


Cazique, In the hearts of their huſbands and their fa 
thers. 


Pizarro. Et thou 3 ? 


Cazigue. Do I know him ?—The benefactor of our | 


race The guardian angel of Peru. ! 
Pizarro, How has he merited that title? 
Cazigue. By nat reſembling thee. 
Almagro, Madman! ſpeak with more reſpect, 


 Cazique, I ſpeak in truth to God; and ſhall I not 


ſpeak truth to man? 


* 


* As this i image is retained in the repreſciitation we could 
have wiſhed the manager, and machiniſts by his direction, 
had paid a little more attention to ſceuic propriety. 72 

might have given us a diſtant view of a foreſt, and not ſuf- 


fered poor Crozimbo to point to the rent-hangivgs for an Wuſ- 
tration of his metaphor, 


Ep: 4 7; hq 
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Valverde, You do not know God. 
Cazique. ( Raifing his folded arms to heaven, with a loo 
of [26 devotion and firm confidence.) Yes, 1 do know him. 
alverde. We bring you the only true and ſaving faith. 
Gazeque. Our religion is written in our hearts. 
Valverde. Y ou are baſe idolaters. CEL Te 
| Caztique, Suffer us to follow the faith of our anceſtors, 
which teaches us to live in amity with all mankind, and to 
die in hope of bliſs beyond the grave. | 
Davila. 2 5 obdurate race! p 
Cazique. Young robber, we do not live by plunder. - 
Davila. Be fen, or tremble. e ＋ 5 
Caxzigue. I never yet trembled before God: why then 
ſhould 1 tremble before man —why before thee - thou 
leſs than man? „ | | 
Davila. (Graſping his dagger.) Heatheniſh dog! ano- 
ther word, and this dagger ſhal] ſeal thy lips for ever. 
Caxigue. Strike: — then may'ſt thou boaſt among thy 
friends at home: « I too have murdered a Peruvian.” -- 
Davila. (Stabbing him.) Be this thy paſſport to hell. 
Pizarro. What are you doing? 
Davila. Can you tamely endure ſuch inſults ? 
Pizarro, He 58 eſcaped the torture. 25 
_ Cazique. ( Feeling * mortally wounded.) Voung 
man! your unthinking raſhneſs has ſaved me from the 
rack, and you yourſelf have loſt the opportunity of a 
_ uſeful leffon. You might have ſeen with what cruelty ven- 
geance would have inflicted tortures, and with what pati- 
ence virtue would endure ten. 2 
Ebvira. (To the Spaniards.) Barbarians | monſters |—= _ 
(Adareſſing _ to the dying Cazique, whom ſhe ſtoops to 
affift.) Wretched old man, I pity the. 
 Cazique. | wretched! I, fo near the goal of my hap- 
pineſs. See! my wife beckons me !—The glorious lumi- 
nary ſmiles upon me Heaven turn your hearts, and par- 
don you, as I do ®. ( Dies.) 5 8 


Fine as is the ſherch of the odd Cazique's character drawn C 


by the German dramatiſt, it can be confidered merely as a rude. 


outline, when placed in competition with the exquiſite and 
_ highly-finifbed full-length, painted by the maſterly hand of Mr. 
SHERIDAN. Independant of other beauties, which no pencil, 
but that of the / of Britiſh dramatiſts could produce, this 


picture has received additional charms by the introduction of 
3 1 | Rolla”; 
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Elvira. Say, Valverde, could a Chriſtian meet death 
more nobly? _ 

Valverde, He was ſupported by the power of Satan. 

Pizarro. Bear off the body.—And henceforth, Os 
never be guilty of a ſimilat act of raſhneſs. 

Davila. Your pardon, OO OR blood boiled in my 
ven, 
Diarro. Follow me, friends, and let each Waben 
to his appointed poſt, Ere the Peruvian god ſhall fink 
into the main, the Spaniſh banners {hall wave in triumph 
cover the walls of Quito. 


(Exit, followed by Almagro, Davila, Gonzala and Gomes. ) 


SCENE VI.—-VAIVERDE Si n 


Valverde. Now, lovely Elvira, is it preſumption in 
Valverde to avow that his hopes increate with the in- 
creaſing arrogance of Pizarro ? 

Elvira. Good heavens ! What range ſenſations do 1 
fcel !—How is my mind diſtracted with conflicting paſ- 
ſions — This horrible, this ſhocking ſucceſſion of cruel 
ſcenes !—this refinement in barbarity !—this ingenuity in 


the arts of torture !—this open barc- taced avowal of rapa- 
city and ſordid luſt of rule. 


Valverde. Fly to my arms. 

Elvira. Miterable, indeed, muſt be Ely ira's lot, when 
Valverde s arms are her only refuge. 

Valverde, Do you Gipute my power of aiming a dag- 
ger with certainty ? 

Elvira, Nor, if you ſab your enemy in the back—at 
what price would you hire yourſelf as an affaſlin ! 
Valverde. The price mutt be high, TIN to you 

of caſy payment, - 
Elvira. Eaſy, ſay you? You miſtake. And yet an 
injured woman never thinks revenge too dearly purchaled. 

At preſent, leave me to my own reflections, You ſhall 

hear from me anon. 

Vatverde, The weapon is already whetted ; the arm * 

already raiſed.— But a word, a ſingle word from you! and 

the tyrant lies bleeding at your feet. [Exit 


Rella's character. which, in conſequence of the judicious 
ſuppreſſion of Diego's part, is now put into the mouth of 
Croximbo. We cannot cloſe theſe remarks, without again ex 
preſſing our approbation of the able manner in which this 
admirable charakter is ſuſtained by Mr. Dow Tow. 


Elvira. 


A 
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Elvira. ( Alone.) No !—were my * ſoul even bent on 
murder, I would not take this revenge | not employ this in- 
ſtrument! Indelible would be the diſgrace, were I to act in 
concert with this wretch. Should Pizarro renounceme—me, 
who to him have ſacrificed my honour and my fame then 
indeed. But why argue on the ſuppoſition of his renounc- _ 
ing me—(aſſuming an air of conſcious dignity.)—lt belongs 
to me to renounce him. - What part of his character was 

it that engaged my love? His greatneſs ! But now that 
he has approved himſelf mean and little—my love is gone. — 
Let, hold Does a man always carry his reſolutions into 
effect? Ambition, like children, conſtructs houſes of 
cards, which fall before the breath of love—Put him once 
more, Elvira, to the teſt—probe him well—if thou findeſt 
him undeſerving of thy eſteem, deſpiſe him, and trample 
him indignant in the duſt, from which he roſe. [ Exit. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


— __C—_pm—_— —— 
0 er H. 


SCENE I.—The Peruvian Camp, in the Vicinity of a 

Village, the laſt Houſes of which are diſcerned. In the 
centre of the Stage ſtands an Altar: In the Back-ground 
f 6 a Hill, with a Tree.—CoRa appears ſeated on a 

Bank of Turf, with her Child in her Lap. ALON ZO 
lands facing her, gazing on her with looks of meffable 
Deliggmn. 5 . 


| Cora. (Smiling alternately on Almzo and on ber chill.) 
CORA, 


He greatly reſembles you. 
Alonzo, No, rather he reſembles you. 
: Cora. 
Perhaps, a more ſtriking inſtance of miſconception of 
the author's ſenſe was never exhibited in print, than Mr. 
Lewis has diſplayed in his trantlation of this paſſage, which 
he renders thus: V Hug on this murder, my foul depended, 
* would I not take ſuch vengeance, &c. High time is it, when 
Popular writers are guilty of ſuch groſs perverſions, that ſome 
competent perſon ſhould be entruſted with the reputation of 
| | foreign 
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Cra. Let me enjoy the pleaſure of tracing your like- 
neſs in his features. 

Alonzo. Is not his hair jetty like yours ? 

Cora. But his eyes are blue like his father's. 

Alonzo. Has he not your very dimple when he ſmiles ? 

Gra. ( Fondly claſping the child to her boſom. ) He bears a 
reſemblance to both of us. 

Alonzo, The little urchin robs me of my rights. He 
ſhares careſſes, which till his birtK were only mine. 

Cora. In the child, I kiſs the father. 

Alonzo, The little rogue will make me jealous. 
Cera. My exiſtence is wrapped up in him and you. I 

dreamed the other night that he had cut a tooth. 

Alonzo. That will be a holiday for us. 

Cora. And a ſecond holiday, when he firſt .can run 
from my arms to your's. 

Alonzo. The third, when for the firſt time he liſps the 
ſweet accents of F ather! Mother! 

Cra. Oh, my beloved Alonzo! we will daily offer 
the incenſe of gratitude to the gods. 

Alonzo, To God and Rolla. 

Cora. Tell me, Alonzo, are you perfeAtly happy | , 

Alonzo, Can Cora aſk that queſtion *? 

Cra. Why then theſe reſtleſs nights? why theſe 
ſtartings in your ſleep ? why do 1 hear your boſom heave 
with involuntary ſighs ?. 

Alonzo, Am I not reduced to the crucl neceſſity” ot 
bearing arms againſt my brethren? 

Gra. Is it not they that ſcek our deſtruction? Are 
not all men brethren ? 

Alonzo, And what myſt I expect to be my fate, ſhould 
the Spaniards prove victorious ? 

Cra. We will fly for refuge to the mountains. 

. Alonzo, Fly, fay you, with an infant in your arm, 

Gra. Why thould that prevent us? T hinkeſt thou 


foreign authors of cktopledged celebrity. Miſs Pomran' 5 
trantlation, it is but juſtice to add, though far from being 
ſati· factory to a judge of compoſition, adequately verſed in the 
idiom of both languages, is, in point of literal fidelity, far ſupe- 
rior to that publiſhed Mr. Lew 1s. A few hours exerciſe per 
day, in compoſition, under the auſpices of a writer of . | 
would quality Miſs P. for the career, in which ſhe has ſa 
honoprably embarked, 


A mother, 
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a mother, when ſhe flies from danger, feels the weight of 
her child ? 


Alonzo, How gladly would I relieve your -arm from 
the ſweet burden. 


Ora. (archly.) That Fernando will not ſuffer: he cries 
when you take him. 


Alonzo, Deareſt Cora, is it your wiſh to ſet my mind 
at eaſe ? 

Gra. You know I deſire aching more e ardently. 

Alonzo. Fly then this very day to the mountains, and 
Join your aged father: there you will be in ſafety. What- 

ever, then may be the iſſue of the conteſt, I ſhall ſpeedily 
return, either to announce our victory, or to terminate 
my life in that unexplored ſanctuary, which the kind hand 
of nature has provided for the unfortunate. 

Gra. And there we will rear up our ſon to be the fu- 
ture avenger of his country's wrongs. 

Alonzo. That ſhall be our primary care, 

Gra. But, deareſt Alonzo, I cannot fly now: not 
at a noment like the preſent, The conſciouſneſs of the 
perils to which you will be expoſed would impede my 

Keps.—And when buſy thought ſhould anticipatèe poſ- 
ſibilities, and repreſent you wounded ;—left to the care 
of 3 Oh ! that is a reflexion I never could ſup- 


W Shall I not have Rolla for my e 
Tora. Yes, whilſt the * battle laſts. Rolla well under 
Pines to inflict wounds, but not-to heal them, He will 
_ avenge; not ſave thee. No! my Alonzo, where the 
huſband is, there the wife muſt be alſo. I have ſworn, 
and ſtrictly will | keep my vow, never to leave you but in 
death. 
Ano. Stay then, thou mirrar of conſtancy and 
truth | and Heaven grant victory to our arms. 

Cora. Is not the conteſt we wage a war of ſelf- de- = 
fence ? The gods themſelves will be our protectors. 
Aleuze. Or, ſhould it be otherwiſe decreed ; my moſt | 
| fervent wiſh is to meet death entwined in the circle of 
your arms. 
Cora. Talk not of dying. since l have been bleſſed 
with thee, and this {weet babe, He idea of death is 


painful to me. 
1 


The 3 which Mr. SHERIDAN has put into Cora's 
mouth on this occaſion, is ſo exquiſitely deautiful, that we 
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Alonzo. ( Kneeling, and locking his wife and infant in his 
arms.) Incomparable woman”? deſtined for me from thy 
birth, and mine almoſt by miracle. How greatly is the 


wretch to be pitied, who ſeeks for happineſs, and paſles by 
love in the purſuit! 


Cora. ( Returning his careſſes. ) Love is a ſilent paſſion. 
They who hope to trace it by the ſound, will miſs the 
track, 

| Alonzo, My Cora My world ! 

Cora. My Alonzo | My All. 


SCENE 1I.—Rolla enters, approaches them * unperceived, 
and filently witneſſes their pious tranſports. 


Rolla. (After a pauſe.) Thanks to the Gods for this ec- 


ſtatic moment | 
Alonzo. : Ha, Rolla! you here? 
Rolla. I was participating in your tranſports. 
Alonzo, *Tis to you we are indebted for them. This 
is your work. 
Rolla. Rapturous reflection! 
Cra. Kind Rolla | you have rendered me inexpreſſibly 


happy. 


cannot deny ourſelves the pleaſure of repeating it: Cora ſays, 
„While the battle rages, and where it rages moſt, brave 
„ Rolla will be found. He may revenge, but cannot fave 
« thee. To follow danger, he would leave even thee.” 
*The effect of this pathetic interview is greatly weakened 
in the repreſentation, by the publicity of Rolla's entrance to 
the ſound of trumpets. We are well aware, that very,ex-, 
tenſive and important curtailments muſt be indiſpeniibly ne- 
ceſſary to reduce the play to a legitimate length; but, with 
all due deference to the higher powers, we are of opinion, that 
the pruning-knite might have been more happily exerciſed on 
many of the redundancies which till are ſuſtered to remain. 
There is a degree of moral beauty and gelicacy in the opening 
of this ſcene, which we regret to ſee /acrificed to ſenſeleſs pa- 
rade and pantomimic pageantry. Rolla. © the fr? and beft of 
| heroes,” (as he is deſcribed in the animated language of Mr. 
_ SHERIDAN) is not leſs diſtinguiſhed by a ſenie ot the moſt 
refined delicacy, and inherent modeſty of mind (inſeparable 
from true, and ſuperlative merit) than by valour and heroic 
magnanimity. The ſtrong appeal, which his generous ſym- 
pathy in the happineſs of his friends, from a caſual, unno- 
riced contemplation of their tranſports, makes to the heart, 
loſes all 1ts force by the ceremonious announcement of his 


2 ene 
E Rolla. 


_ avail. 
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Rolla. Flattering idea ! Cora happy, and Rolla the in- 
ſtrument of her felicity? Ye monarchs of the earth ! Is 
there one among you could tempt me to exchange ſitu- 
ations ? . 

Alonzo, Our brother! 

Cora. Our more than brother our friend. 

Rolla. Right make me yet prouder—let me ban- 
quet on your happineſs, 

Cora. Should this child ever approve himſelf leſs 
grateful to Rolla, than to his father—dearly' as I love 
him, his mother's curſe ſhall-fall upon his head. 55 

Rolla, Forbear, I beſeech you. The object of my 
love was Cora's happineſs, I ſee her happy: Am I then 
not richly rewarded ? Now, liſten to the council of a 
friend, F ly, Cora, with thy child into the receſſes of 
the foreſt, or ſeek refuge among the mountains : here you 


are not ſafe. | 


Alonzo. I have urged the fame requeſt, but without 


Cora. Can] be unſafe with Rolla and Alonzo ? 
Rolla, The enemy plans a ſurprize. 
ra, Be it ſo—Are we not upon our guard? 
Rolla, "The ſcale of victory is in the hands of God. 
Cra. To fly with * you, my huſband and my friend, 


will not be difficult to Cora. 


Alonzo, Expoſe not yourſelf to the terrors and the dan- 
gers of the fight. )VVViùg fo 
ra. [| fear not danger but in your abſence. Fo 
Rolla. You can yield us no aſſiſtance; but you may do 
us great injury. 1 . 
* In this paſſage the tranſlator has been under the neceſſity 
of particularly ſpecifying both Alonzo and Rolla ; as tho 
idiom of the Engliſh language does not in this inſtance point 


out the diſtinction between the plural and the fingular number 


ſo forcibly as the German. Without'this neceſſary addition, 
it would appear, that Cora was directing her ſpeech entirely 
to Rolla, and that his company was ſufficient to facilitate her 
flight without that of her by/oand, Miſs PLUMTRE has not 
adequately exprefled the author's meaning,” when ſhe makes 
Cora ſay, © We can ealily, if neceſſary, flee together.“ 


The genuine purport of Core's ſpeech is not, that it will be 
_ eaſy (abſtractedly ſpeaking) to flee together; but that her 


flight, with all its concomitant difficulties, will be rendered 
comparatively eaſy by the company of her huſband and her 

magnanimous friend, | Sk 
On Cora. 
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Cora, Injure you? How fo? 

Rolla. Wag explain myſelf? Thou knoweſt we love 
| thee. Art thou near us, we ſhall fight * under dread and 
to diſadvantage :—even fighting, we ſhall conſtantly be 
retreating towards the ſpot where thou art ſtationed. A 
lover can never aſſume the character of the general, till 
3 knows the beloved of his heart is removed to a place of 

lafety. 

lonzo, Rolla reaſons juſtly. How could 1 boldly 
charge the foe, and cut myſelf a paſſage through their 
ranks, whilft I beheld but even one ſingle Spaniard near 
me, who might endanger the ſafety of my Cora ? 

Cora. (Smiing.) You hope to flatter the vanity of the 
woman; but the wife pays no regard to your words. 

Alonzo, And is the mother's ear deaf alſo? 

Rolla, Act as you pleaſe ; I have ſpoken what I know 
to be truth. 

Alonzo, All our women have fought an alum, you | 
only excepted. 
Cyra. I rely with perfect confidence on the gods and 
on you. Yet if your peace of mind requires it, I will go 
whithertoever you pleaſe to direct. 

Alonzo. Excellent wife] thou haſt my warmeſt thanks. 

Rolla. The king approaches to the ſacrifice. 

Alonzo. Have you taken meaſures againſt ſurpriſe ? 

| Rolla, All our poſts keep a vigilant look out. - 

Alonzo, My ſquire is miſſing; I do not ſuſpect him of 
ah rr treachery ; but he is a ſimpleton, and may 

e eaſily worked upon. 
Rolla, Be under no » apprehenſion ve are fully pre- 


pared, 


SCENE III. Enter ATATIBA, eſcorted by a numerous 
Train of Soldiers, Gourtiers, Priefts, and Women. 


Ataliba. Welcome, Alonzo |— (To Rolla.) Gallant | 
Kinſman! your hand. (Addreſſes Cora.) May the bſ- 


lng of Heaven reſt led the happy mother. 
Gora. "May the Gods bleſs the father of his people. 


The meaning of this ſpeech is at once beſt illuſtrated 2 
beſt expreſſed by the words which Mr. SuERNIDAN puts into 
Rella*s mouth © Art thou near us, our thoughts, our ven- 
geance, and our valour will not be our own. No advan- 
** rage will lead us from the ſpot where thou art found, &c. 
EK 2 . Araliba, 
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Ataliba. To render his children happy is the higheſt 


| fr” of a parent's heart | How fares it, my 
riends ?—W hat is the temper of our troops? 


Alonzo. They ſhout with joy —< Our King is in our 
midſt. 


Rolla. He ſhares our tolls, our dangers, and our wants, 
Alonzo. God and our King. 


KRolla. Victory or death. 

Ataliba. I know the hearts of my people. Should my 
ſhield be pierced, and rendered uſeleſs, there is not one 
of my ſubjects that would helitate to preſent his breaſt as 
a buckler for his CHEE *. 


Alon. 


* Perhaps a fitter opportunity could not be ſelected, than 
is ſurniſhed by the preſent dialogue between ATALIBA, 
RoLLAa, and Alox zo, of contiaſting the powers of the 
German and Britiſh dramatiſt. For this purpoſe we ſubjoin 
a part of the ſpeech which Mr. SHER1DaAN has given to the 
Peruvian Chiefs, briefly premifing, that as we quote from 
memo y, and that under the diſadvantage of not having been 
happy in obtai ing a feat well calculated for the purpoſe of 
Hearing with accuracy, we cannot preſume to offer this extract 
as a complete ſpecimen of Mr. SuERIDAx's powers of lan- 
guage, but rather as a rude outline. Such, however, as it 
is, we arc confident, it muſt c-mmand the applauſe of every 
reader; whilſt the ſentiments it conveys are lo noble, fo pa- 
triotic, ſo loyal, and ſo injmitably adapted to the peculiar 
circumſtances of the times, that we ſhould conceive it an act of 
national injuſtice, not to diſſeminate them by every means 
within our power. In anſwer to Ataliba*'s demand; ** What 
is the temper ot the troops? Rola makes reply— 9 
auch as befits the cauſe they ſupport;— the Moggreh 
they obey. Their cry is, © Victory or Death !”—their uni- 
„% verſa] ſhout—© OUR KI Nx GI our King! our Coun» 
TRY! AND ovR Gob!” How infinitely ſuperior is this ner- 
vous and concentrated ſpeech (it we may be allowed the 
phraſe) to the languid dialogue of the original, which loſes 
all its energy by being frittered down, and ſubdivided into 
_ almoſt as many ſeparate ſpeeches as there are ſentiments in it. 
Rolla's addreſs to the ſoldiers furniſhes a ſtil] ſtronger evidence 
of the Engliſh writer's ſuperiority. 

„Never was the hour of peril nigh, when to inſpire 
« them, words were ſo little needed. My brave aſſociates in 
arms! Companions of my toils and of my pains ! Can 
„% Rolla's voice add vigour to the virtuous energies, which 
** animate your boſom : ? No! you judge as I have done he 

<6 the 


Z eine Gare 
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Ane, In that caſe, be mine your firſt choice. 
Rolla, And let not Rolla be forgotten, 


Cora. ( Preſenting her child.) And here behold the fu- 
ture champion of your ſon, 


«© the crafty plea with which thefe foul invaders would 


** delude you. Your manly ſpirit has compared, as J have 
& done. the motives which in this war influence their actions. 


« fe hey fight for power, for plunder, and extended rule: Ve 


or our country, our altars, and our homes. They follow 
* an adventurer whom they fear; obey a leader, whom the 


T „ hate. We ſerve a MonARCH, WHOM WE Love ! A GOD 


IN WHOM WE TRUST! Wherever they move in anger, de- 
1 * Lolation tracks their progreſs: wherever they pauſe in 
© amity, affliction mourns their friendſhip.—They boaſt they 
* come but to inſtru us; to tree us from the yoke of error! 
1 they would give enlightened freedom to our 
ee ex who are themſelves the flaves of avarice, cruelty 
and ambition. "They offer us their protection :—Yes, 
6 ſuch protection as vultures give to lambs, covering and de- 
, Douring ! They call upon us to barter all of good we have 
© inherited and proved for the deſperate chance of ſomething 
6 better, which they promiſe us. Be our plain anſwer this :— 
© THE THRONE WE HONOUR Is THE PEOPLE*'S CHOICE ! 
„THE LAWS WE REVERENCE ARE OUR BRAVE FOREFA- 
© THERs* LEGACY! The faith we follow, teaches us to 
« live in bonds of charity with all mankind; and to die 1n 
„hope of bliſs beyond the grave. We ſeek no CHANGE, 


„and leaſt of all ſuch CHANGE AS THEY WOULD rk 


8 vs! 15 


With this opportunity of compariſon, we leave it to our 


Readers to decide upon the merits of the two writers. Will 


the pious, the pragmatic, and immaculate HANNAH MoRE re- 
fer theſe ſentiments to that claſs of German literature, which 
| the informs us levels its envenomed ſhafts againſt the princi- 
ples of religion and morality ? Will ſhe perliſt f in telling us, 
that as there are “ multitudes in the- nation who never read 
08 (800 not a few who cannot: read, not having enjoyed the in- 


comparable advantages of her tuition) great pains have been 


« taken to promote the ſame object, viz. the ſubverſion of 


religion and morals, and of the glorious conſtitution under 


© which we live, through the medium of the ſtage, by the 


introduction of German Dramas?“ Will ſhe repeat this 


charge againſt the Managers of our Thcatres in a future edi- 
tion of her Lamentation: of Jeremiah? 


Ataliba. 


— 


— 75 9 
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Ataliba. Your affection is my deareſt treaſure : now 
do I feel rich indeed; but ſay, 4 the Spaniards ſtill re. 
main inactive? 1 8 . 
Rolla, They do; but the pauſe is ominous, like the 
dread filence which proceeds a tornado, 5 
Ataliba. Be cool, deliberate courage, then, our ſhelter 
againſt the ſtorm. „„ N 
Rolla, They fight for ſordid gold; we for our native 
land. 55 5 
Alonzs. They are led to battle by an adventurer e 
by a monarch, whom we love— | & 
Ataliba. And by a God whom we adore, Come, my 
friends, let us offer ſacrifice to the Gods. (The preeſts 
arrange themſelu2s behind the altar; the king and the reſt 
f the aſſembly occupy the ſides.) 


* CHORUS OF PRIESTS, 
SOURCE of life! and fount of light! 


God! before whoſe piercing eye, 
Flaming in the orient ſky, | 
Fly th? unhallowed ſhades of night; 
Propitious ſmile ; incline a gracious ear; 
With power protect, and with thy favour cheer! 
e = PEOPLE 


* Some of our DIVRNAL critics have taken conſiderable 
ains, through the medium of the newſpapers, to vindicate the 
introduction of choruſſes into modern tragedy, To juſtify 
Mr. SpERIèDAN's retention of the German airs, they have 
had recourſe to the old plea of precedent, and grounded their 
defence on the practice of the ancients. In our opinion, the 
diſcuſſion is altogether nugatory. There is not the ſmalleſt 
point of analogy between the choruſes in Pizarro, and the 
_ ehoruſfſes of the Greek and Roman drama. The former are 

incidental to the play, and ariſe naturally out of the leading 

features of the plot. The Greek and Roman choruſſes on 
the other hand, ſcrved as a kind of interlude, and were re- 
hearſed by perſons unconnected with the general intereſt of 
„„ d SP bg: 

Indeed, fo far from!condemning the introduction of ſolemn 

airs in tragedy when judiciouſly managed, and not lug in 
(to adopt a homely phraſe) we rather incline to think, that 

they might be very advintageoutly employed to heighten the 
general effect. When we confider the flattering ſpecimen, 
which Mr. BusBy has recently given of his extraordinary 

talents in this line, in his Oratorio of Prophecy, and his b_ 
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PEOPLE. 


Hear, well pleas'd, the infant tongue 
In thy ſacred rites engage; * 

Hear, well pleas'd, thy praiſes ſung 

By the fault'ring voice of age. 

See with rev'rence round thy ſhrine 

Children, parents, prince and ſubject join: 
Accept their vows, and firmly, ne'er to part, 
Entwine the monarch's and the people's heart. 


Rl | CHORUS OF PRIESTS. 
Your hearts, your knees, in pious homage bend, 
And let your pray'rs and hymns to Heav'n's high throne aſcend! 
PEOPLE (#neeling.) 
Pure our ſouls, and free from guile, 
We to thee an off'ring bring; 
Deign, propitious pow'r, to ſmile, 
(King) Bleſs the people (People) Bleſs the king! 
Our country ſave, bid war, and bloodſhed ceaſe, 
And grant us victory, as the means of peace! 


\ 


The king approaches the altar, which he beflrews with aromatic 
Flowers, The Priefts, during this ceremony, fins with folded and 
uplifted hands.) © | | 
N CHORUS OF PRIESTS, | 
| God of Peru! thy wanted favour ſhow, ®. 
So ſhall our grateful ſongs thy praiſe proclaim ; 
Of vows accepted now the pledge beſtow ; 
Send from on high the ſelf-enkindled flame. 


tiful Ode of Ocean, we cannot but ardently wiſh to ſee thoſe 
abilities exerted in the ſphere in which they are ſo eminently 
calculated to ſhine, Under the auſpices of that ſcientific 
compoſer, the ſiſter arts of muſic and poctry would be moſt. 
_ happily blended, and the ſtage be reſcued from the diſgraceful 
imputation under which it at preſent labours, of being a 
mere vehicle for unmeaning ſing-ſong. bs 8 
Ere we finally diſmiſs the ſubject, we muſt, after briefly 
premiſing, that the ſcene of the Temple of the dun is in point 
of pageantry one of the grandeſt e#acles the ſtage can boaſt, 
take the liberty of recommending to the Virgin, of the Sun, ta 
imitate, (if they can) the intereſting manner in which that 
charming actreſs Mifs Dez Came acquits herſelf, There is a 
degree of inſpiration in her countenance, her attitude, her 
_ geſture, and the four enſemblie of her performance, moſt hap- 
pily adapted to the ſolemnity of the occaſion, | 


Diſplay | 5 
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” 


Diſplay thy grace, thy mercy, and thy power, 
And bid celeſtial fire our ſacrifice devour, 


f (Fire ag deſcends from heaven and conſumes the ſacrifice *. 


GENEKAL CHORUS. 


Now the ſong of triumph raie! 
See the ſacred altar blaze! 
Sce the curling ſmoke ariſe, 
Wafting odours to the ſkies ! 
The God of Day accepts our vows, 
And will his people's caule eſpouſe. 
Now vict'ry tummons tc the held; 
On high the Inca' s banner rear; 
His ſword let ev'ry warrior w. eld, 
And point with certain fate the ſpear, 
With battle-axe the tne aſſail, 
With maces break their coats of mail, 
Deal death with vig'rous arm around, 
Till ev'ry Spaniard bite the ground 
Unerring be the arrow flight; 
Show er ſure deſtruction from the ſling 
And whilſt we boldly ruſh to fight 
And put our country's foes to rout, 
Be this the univerſal ſhout : 
« Our cod! ou counTaryY! AND OUR KING! „ 


SCENE Iv. ( Enter an Indian, panting Mo breath.) 
Indian. The enemy +! 

Ataliba, How near? 

Rolla, On which fide do they advance? 

{ndian. From the fummit of the hill I reconnoitered the 


Spaniſh camp. They are ſallying out. 


Rolla, We need no further intelligence. 


Ataliba. Conduct the women and children to a place of 
lafety. = 


A very common trick with prieſts, and certainly far more 


Innocent and pardonabie, than many of our chriſtian miracles, 


N. B. This note is not by the tranſtater, but by KoTZEBUE 


mimſelf. 


1 The worthy performer, who enafs this very important 


part, pronounces theſe tabs words with ſuch felicity of ex- 
preſſion, that neither the ſolemnity of the preceding ſcene, 


nor the patheiic caſt of the preſent, can reſtrain the riſible 
propenſities of the audience. He ſeems to be of true Eng- 


liſh S% , for he makes a laugh of the threatened attack, 
and turns invaſion into a jeſt. 


Cora. 


and thee. 


mecks of their buſbands, and the children claſp the Knees if 1 


Ataliba: God be with you and with us! 


NATIVE Land!” _ Exit with warriors. ES \ 


Kalle. Death! or victory! 
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Cora. Alas! and muſt. we part, Alonzo | © 

Alonzo, We ſhall meet again. 

Cora. Invoke a bleſiing « on your ſon: 

Alonzo, To God's protection I commend both bim 


Ataliba. Haſte !—the moments are precious. 
Cura. Farewell, Alonzo. (The women hang upon the 


their fathers.) 
tlonzo. Leave me, I conjure you. 
Cora. I go: — Act as becomes the hero; but conſult 
your ſafety as far as honour permits. 
Rolla.  (Sorrowfully.) Will not Cora ſay one parting 
word to Rolla? 


Cora. | (Giving him her hand.) Bring me back my 


lonzo | 


* * 0 — 
* 
0 — 
W— _— RE — 


Cra. Heaven proſper your arms! (Exit with the 1 
Priefts and the other women.) t 


Ataliba. (Drawing his ſword. } Now then, my friends, | | ''N 
let us march! | 
Rolla, We follow you. 


Ataitha, You, Alonzo, ſhall guard the narrow paſs 


through the mountains; Rolla, hall charge the ene- | 
my on the right hand of the wood; whilit I lead the 9 
centre, and fight till I ſee my people faved, or they be- 1 
hold their monarch fall. | 
Rolla. You ſhall not fall without us: 7M 
Ataliba. Live to protect my ſon; my ſon mall live to | ty 
avenge his country. 7 
Alon xo. May victory crown the banners of the father | | 
of his people | ”n 


Rola. Wich the return of evening we ſhall return 5 
to offer up our grateful praiſes to the ſun. F 
Ataliba. Be the word of battle. G0 AND OUR | 4 


(RKolla 5 to ella him, but is detained by Alonzo.) 
Alonzo olla, one word ere we part. 

| Rolla. The watch-word is — Battle! Going. 
Alonzo. One word concerning Cora. 


0 Rolla. Concerning Cora? — Speak; then; ; but be 
rief. 


. Alonzo, What is the alternative of the next hour? 


Alonzo, 
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Alonz)z, Victory for you; for me death; or perhaps 
our lots may be reverſed. Who can decide that queſtion? 

Rolla. Or both may fall. 

Alonzo. And ſhould it be the fate of both to fall; in 
that caſe, I commend my wife and child to God and to 


the king : — God will be their conſoler; the king their 


protector. 

Rolla. That he moſt aſſuredly will. 

Alonzo, But ſhould I fall, and thou ſurvive; then, 
Rolla, I appoint thee my heir. 

Rolla. How am to underſtand your words ? 

Alonzo, Be thou the huſband of Cora, the father of 
Fernando, 

Rilla. I will. 

_ Alonzo. Give me your hand in pledge of your pro- 
nſe. 

Nella. On nen that it meet with Cora's con- 


ſent. 


Alonzo. Promiſe to apprize her of my laſt requeſt 
Rolla. I will. 


Almzo. And bear my paternal benediQion to the in- 


fant at her breaſt. 


R:/la. No more on this ſubject, I been you. In 
the hour of battle, the ſhouts of contending hoſts are 
more grateful to mine car than the laſt requeſt of the 
huſband and the father. 

Alonzo. I cannot account for the gloomy forebodings 
which oppreſo my mind; I never experienced ſuch ſen- 
{ations before. 

 Ralla. Away to battle. 

Alonzo. But one word more: Let my corpſe be in- 
terred at the foot of the palm tree, under which we have 
paſſed many a happy evening; be this {till your favourite 
pot, where you will fit with Cora on the tomb of your 
departed friend, As often as my ſon ſhall pluck a flowret 
that adorns his father's grave, or the ſoft breath of zephyr 
whiſper among the foliage of the palm, you will heave a 
ligh to my memory. * 


Rlla. 


* MiG PrumpTRE has introduced a very flowery 6 5 
on this occation, which certainly reflects great honour on the 
:1wentite imagery of her pen. But the author of the preſent 
tranſlation, much as he admires this beautiful addrelss preters 

| | o 
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Rolla. (deeply affefted.) Baniſh theſe idle fancies, 
onze. (affecttonately graſping his hand.) You will 
retain me in your remembrance ? | 
Rolla. Be aſſured we will. 
| Alonzo, Now, then, let us haſten to the ſcene of ac- 
tion. | | 
Rolla. Our poſts are differently aſſigned ;—your's on 
the left hand, mine on the right: —but we ſhall meet 
again, 1 85 | . 
Alinzo. ( dejectedly.) Yes; here, or above! 
Rolla. Here, I hope and truſt. 
Alonzo, Heaven graciouſly grant it. 
Rolla. Now, then, let our ſwords ſpeak for us. 


| Alonzo. For the king and Cora! 
Rolla. For Cora and the king! [ Exeunt on diffirent 
| let. 


SCENE V. -A blind and hoary VETERAN cenducted by 
N Bor. 8 


Veteran. Are they gone ? 

Boy. Ves, they are all off, ſome one way, ſome another, 

Veteran. Now do I moſt feelingly regret my loſs of 
ſight. Had my eyes not failed me, I might have graſped 
a ſword, and died a ſoldier's death. 
Boy. Shall we return to the hut? 


to appear in the plainer garb of the original, rather than de- 
eain Alonzo, at ſuch an unſeaſonable moment, in culling rhe- 


torical flowers, or check the ardent 8 o Rella's 


ſoul, which may be ſuppoſed to pant more eagerly for deeds 
of renown, than the opportunity of liſtening to a florid 

harangue. | | | 

* 'I his and the following Scenes certainly contain many 

very affecting and pathetic touches; and will be found to ex- 

cite a conſiderable degree of intereſt in the cloſet; but they 


are too long, and not ſufficiently diverſified with incident to 


be acted in their original form. Mr. SyeRIDAN has com- 


preſſed the ſeveral Scenes in which this blind veteran makes 


his appearance, and thrown in an additional quantum of buſtle 
and incident. Mr. Cox x acts the part of the blind veteran 


Capulco in a very creditable ſtyle, his tone of voice is well 


adapted to the character. 


[They beth draw. 


Veteran. 


Ge . SB. ——ĩ —— 
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Veteran. No! my child, conduct me to the altar. 
{The Boy leads him thither.) Here let me poſt myſelf, 
Are we entirely alone? WD 

Bey. They are all fled. My father has joined the 
army; my mother is gone I know not whither. | 

Veteran. I am uneaſy on your account, my poor child. 

Boy. I will ſtay with my dear grandfather. 

Veteran. And what will you do ſhould the enemy 


come upon us ? 


Boy. I will tell them that you are blind and aged. 
Veteran. They will drag you away. FEI 
Boy. Oh, no! they will perceive that you cannot 


walk without my affiſtance, (A noiſe is heard at a diſtance.) 


Veteran. Hark | they are engaged. Go, child, and 
aſcend the hill where ſtands your grandmother's tomb ; 


climb the tree which I planted in honour of her memory, 
and which is now grown to a conſiderable height. You 
will be able to overlook the field of battle from its ſummit. 


Boy. What! ſhall I leave you here alone? | 

Veteran. I ſtand at the foot of the altar, and in God's 
preſence. — Go, then, and inform me what you ſee and 
hear. (The Boy climbs up the tree.) Since I learned the 


uſe of arms, this is the firſt battle in which I have not 


borne an active part, But a few years ago I could bend 
my bow with the Inca himſelf; now am I only uſeful to 
pick cotton with the women. Now muſt I be content to 
hear the claſhing of ſwords, and the clang of oppoſing 
ſhields, without being able to ſuccour either myſelf or 
others. Yet, with every warlike ſhout, with every blaſt 


of the trumpet, my hand is inſtinctively ſtretched out, 


and graſps eagerly at my fide—where now, alas! its 


wonted weapon no longer hangs, — Well, my boy, what 


can you diſcern ?. 5 | 

Boy. A great quantity of duſt and ſmoke. mY 
 /Feteran. Well do I know that duſt, often have I in- 
haled it; but the ſmoke proceeds moſt certainly from the 
hery tubes of the Spaniards, which vomit flame, and roar 


forth thunder, like the dreadful volcano Catacunga. — 
( Calls to the boy) Tell me what more thou can'ſt diſcover ? 


Boy, Whenever the ſmoke diſpels, I fee our troops. 
Veteran. Do they preſs onwards? | 
Hoy. They keep their ground. 

Veteran. That's a good ſign. Can you diſcern the 


Boy. 
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Boy. Tt waves in the centre. 
Veteran. The Gods be praiſed; the king lives. 
Bey. Now 1 can ſee the enemy, their arms flaſh light- 


nin 

. Proceed! proceed! 

Boy. They are not formed as we are. 

Veteran. How fo, my child? 

Boy. They are of a much larger make, and move 

with greater velocity. 

Vieieran. They tide on ſpirited beaſts. 

Boy. Now they mingle with our troops. 

Veteran. And do they fall ? 

Boy. It lightens, and a cloud of ſmoke aſcends. 
Diieteran. bene Omnipotent Avenger! thy thunder- 
bolts at their devoted heads. 


Boy. The Inca's banner diſappears. 
Veteran. Alas! 


Boy. Our troops give way. 


Veteran. My (word! my ſword 1--T will away to the 
But for this 


field of battle !—TI will j Join the warriors | 
once, Oh, bleſſed Sun] let thy light viſit theſe eyes. 
Boy. A thick cloud r them from fight. 
Veteran. Wretched man |! that I ſhould live to witneſs 
this day of horror Ils there then no way left in which 


I can ſerve my country ?—Yes; I can ſtill pray for its 


proſperity. (Kneels and throws his arms round the altar.) 
| Ye Gods! whoſe anger now falls heavily upon us, in 
mercy ceaſe to annihilate a people who worſhip ou with 
pure devotion. Protect your ſon, the virtuous in 
Bim not fall by the hands of robbers, 
Boy. A ſmall troop approaches this way. 
Veteran. Are they friends or enemies ? 
Boy. I can only diſcern a cloud of duſt. _. 
Veteran. Fly, my good child ; retreat to the mountains. 
Boy. The tops of their aer glitter. 
Veteran. They are Peruvians then. 
Boy. They haſten this way. 
V:teran. Come down from the tree. = 
| Boy. It is one ſcene of confuſion | in the diſtant part of 
the field. 
Veteran. Do our troops continue to o fight 
Boy. The 1 and retreat very lowly, 
Veteran. Yet ſtill they retreat, Oh} cruel C Gods ! 
Come, my child, come down. 


Bay. 


nca; let 
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Boy. ( 2 from the tree.) Shall we E in queſt 


of my mother ? 


Veteran. No! I will ſeek the grave, my child ;—the 
grave which already opens to receive me. 


SCENE VI.—Enter ATALIBA wounded, and congutfed 
by a party of Soldiers. 


raliba. Nee let me reſt, There die, if fate have ſo de- 


creed. 


Soldier. We will ſtay with you. 

Ataliba. By no means. Return to the combat; ; there 
your ſuccour will be wanted. 

Soldier. But your wound 

Ataliba. Is not 3 Go; and avenge the 
death of your brethren, Go, I command you. (1 1 
Soldiers, Ataliba ſupporting himſelf on the altar.) 
Powers | what crime have I committed to deſerve this 
heavy doom? 

Veteran, I hear the voice of miſery, but cannot ſce 


the mourner. Who art thou that thus complaineſt ? 


Ataliba. A wretch almoſt by hope itſelf forlaken, « one 
who prays for death. 

Greis. Is the king alive? 

Ataliba. He is. 


Veteran. Then art thou not welken; Ataliba N 


the meaneſt of his ſubjects. 
Ataliba. And = ſhall protect Ataliba ? 
Vateran. The immortal powers that protect the juſt. 
Ataliba. The anger of Heaven has fallen heavily 
upon his head. 
Veteran, That is not poſſible: Ataliba has never per- 


verted juſtice; never oppreſſed the weak; never ſuffered 


paraſites to fatten on the induſtry of his peaſants; his hand 


was never cloſed to the prayers of the needy z nor his ear 


deaf to their complaints. 

Aialiba. (Afede.) God! Thou haft attempered the 
bittereſt hour of my life with ſome of its ſweeteſt mo- 
ments. . Venerable old man! do you know the king? 

P:tcran. I do; I have ſeen him frequently. It is not 
many years ago that I fought by his fide againſt Huaſ- 
car. 

Atatibe. How long have you ſerved him? 


Veteran. Four and hiſty years. 
| | Ataliba. 


THE DEATH OF ROLLA. 47 


Ataliba. Has the king rewarded your fidelity? 
Veteran, Do I not enjoy repole in the boſom of my 
family:? 5 | 3 
Ataliba. Have you received no other remuneration ? 
Veteran. Do you account that nothing? Believe me, 


friend, a king who ſecures to his ſubjects the enjoyment 


of tranquillity, has ſtrong claims upon their gratitude. 
Ataliba. But he owed thee a greater recompence. 
Veteran, Speak not in this ſtrain: daily do my grand- 
children entertain me with the virtues of Ataliba, and 
the bleſſings he diffuſes among his people. I liſten to 
the recital with pious attention, and experience the live- 
lieſt ſenſations of delight. 335 

Atalila. Do all your brethren think of the king as 
you do. . 8 
; Veteran. They are all unanimous in this opinion. 

Ataliba. Why ſhould I ſtand in fear of death? How 
is this? J feel no longer the pain of my wound. 

Veteran, Are you wounded ? —Run, boy, and bring 
my balſam from our hut. | 5 


Ataliba. I return you my beſt thanks. It is only a 


wound in my arm. | 5 85 
Veteran. You ought not to have abandoned the king. 
Ataliba. One of the tendons of my ſword arm is cut, 
and I cannot hold a weapon. | 88 


Veteran. It would have become thee then to have 


wielded thy ſword with thy left hand. 


SCENE VII. — Several * IxpIAxNs run acroſs the Stage 


hing from the Enemy. 
Indians. All is loſt | fave yourſelves by flight. 


_— We make no doubt but proper attention has been paid 
in getting up this drama to the cuſtoms, manners, dreſſes, and 


other localities of the Peruvians. We cannot, however, help 
remarking, that the tout-enſemble of their arms preſents 


ſuch a motley, groteſque ſpectacle, that we were at firſt 
tempted to conclude the Manager had hired the weapors 


_ effer/ive of the moſt noble company of chimney-{weepers 


(May being generally a kind of holiday month with the 


heroes of the bruſh and ſcraper) ; or that the czlinaiy eſla- 


bliſhment of the theatre had been put in a ſtate of requiſi- 


tion. On this doubtful and highly important ſubject, a let- 
| 5 der 


Atalila. 


them. 


i 
E .. 
. 
Ty 
| 
5 
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Ataliba. (To one of the laſt.) Stay, I command you, 


(The Indian obeys.) Where is Alonzo !? 


Indian. I have not ſeen him. 

Ataliba. Where is Rolla, then? 

Indian. In the thickeſt ranks of the enemy. 
Ataliba. And you have deſerted your commander ? 
Indian. With « confufton.) I have loſt my ſword. 
Ataliba. Then take mine; and die as Le the 


champion of his native land. 


Indian. Death alone ſhall rob me of this valuable 


Truſt. 


Veteran. (Calling after him.) Lives our monarch 
fill? Alas! he hears me not. | 
Ataliba. The king ſtill lives. 
(An Inp1 AN, mortally wounded, comes with di 2 to 
the feet of ATALIBA.) 
Indian. Here let me die 
Ataliba. Is all loſt ? 
Indian. Yes; all, alas! 
Ataliba. Has Rolla fallen? 
Indian. Alonzo fell; but Rolla ill defends bine 
Ataliba. (Deeply afflified. ) Alonzo dead ! Ve Gods! 


This i is a ſevere blow. 


Veteran. You make no enquiry concerning the king: 
Ataliba. (Taking the ſword of the wounded Indian.) 


Give me your ſword; you have no longer any uſe for it. 


Indian. My gracious King! What do you purpoſe ? 
Ataliba, Toembitter the triumph of the haughty Spa- 


niards and bury myſelf beneath the ruins of my empire! 


Veteran. Gracious Powers! And have I been ſpeak- 


ing to Ataliba ? 


Ataliba, Let the foe advance; I am prepared to meet | 


{ Rolla's voice is ; beard bebind the Scenes. ) Back, backs 


ye daſtards Rally round me ] — ' Tis Rolla calls. 


(Several Peruvians reply behind the Scenes. ) We fly to 


Join thee, Rolla; we will follow thee. 


(Rolla's voice at a fill greater diflance.) For God! 


and for our nt! Away, and renew the battle. 


ter, we are given to underſtand, will ſhortly appear in that 
profound miſcellany of antiguarianiſin, the Gentleman's Ma- 
feet but whether by Dr. G— h, or Mr. Nl, we 


Ataliba 


ve not been able Provalely't to aſcertain. 
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Atuliba. My valiant Rolla till lives! I may ſtill 
-Cheriſh hope. 


Veteran. Beloved king! art thou ſo near me, and 


I knew thee not? Now have I reaſon to regret my loſs 


of ſight. 


Ataliba. Your loyal attachment, venerable ſoldier, af- 


fords me a gleam of comfort in an hour of moſt poignant 
AL 


Veteran. ¶ Having received the balſam from his grand- 
ſon.) Permit my trembling hand to bind up thy wound, 


and let ſome drops of this healing balſam diſtill upon it. 


ces. 
Veteran. Would to heaven J could offer a more wor- 
thy tribute to my king! but this, and my prayers, are all 
I have to beſtow. — Climb the tree once more, my child, 
and obſerve the motions of the army. . 


4 


(The wounded Indian, writhing in the agonies of death, 


at Ataliba's feet.) Firſt born of the Sun | —bleſs me—1_ 


am dying. | 


Ataliba. Thou dieſt in a noble cauſe; in thy country's 


defence; and God will bleſs the. | | 
Dying Indian. May God bleſs —— our gracious So- 
vereign | | * ( dies) 8 | 


aas. 


* An attentive peruſal of Scenes VI. and VII. down to this 
paſſage, will ſtrongly illuſtrate the characteriſtic difference be- 
tween the Engliſh and the German ſtage. No London au- 

dience, we are perſuaded, could patiently endure the repre- 
ſentation of ſuch a drawling dialogue, ſpun out, as it were, 
by the mechanical proceſs of awire-drawwing, till it loſes all 
weight and ſolidity, and at the ſame time meaſured out in 


ſuch ſcanty proportions, into ſuch an infinity of queſtions, - 
replies and rejoinders, that three words, on an average, form 
the full complement of a ſpeech. It is in vain to look for 


nerve in this ſpecies of compoſition. The author, however, 
it mult be acknowledged, makes ample amends for the bre- 
vity of gk erg by the long directions he gives teſpect- 
ing their delivery. As it is in many inſtances almoſt imp oſli- 
ble to gather the purport of a ſſeech from the words of the 
_ ſpeech itſelf, he is very careful tc tell us that ſuch a ſenteuce 
is ſpoken it great emotion, another with great cenfuſion; 
(this, we fear, by the bye, is too often the cate!) a 3d, 4vz7h 


agitation ; a 4th, after reflection a 5th, without any reflection 


4 all; a th, fariings a 7th, ſrudderingiy 5 an Sch, gloomily ; 
= n e 0 | a gth, 


* 


Ataliba, J accept, and thank you for your kind of- 


bodies of thoſe that fall arre 
no quarter, Cut them down even as they have cut down , 
vou. — Right, right !—puſh onwards. 
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Ataliba. A ſubject's blood is a precious pledge en- 
truſted to a monarch's care. Heaven is my witneſs 1 
have not wantonly cauſed it to be ſhed ! 

Veteran. Say, my child, what doſt thou diſcern ? 

Boy. Friends and enemies promifcuouſly engaged. 

Veteran. Which party gives way? 

Boy. Neither. | 

Ataliba. Gracipus powers! if your wrath cannot be 


* appeaſed without a ſacrifice, here am I; but ſpare, oh 
ſpare my people! 


Bey- The hats with che high plumes of feathers diſ- 


appear. 


Veteran. Thoſe are the Spaniards. Strike home, uy 
valiant countrymen ! ſtrike home, and ſpare not. : 
Boy. Now I can diſcern Rolla. 

labil. I need not aſk, does he keep his ground? 

Boy. His ſword flames like lightning. 

Veteran, Rolla is the favorite of the gods. 

Atalila. The favorite of gods and men! 

Boy. Now they give way. 
_ Peteran. Which party ? 

Boy. T he enemy. 

e (with rapture. ) Follow up your blows, my 
countrymen ;—relax not in Tour vengeance; let not the 

your progreſs. Give them 


alba: What youthful ardour does this b war- 


rior diſplay! 


Boy. The enemy fly. | 
Heieran. (Leaving the altar and feeling his way. ) Ha! 


they fly! Purſue them ; —extirpate the whole deteſted 


brood! — Where am I ? —Why am I condemned to lin- 
ger here ? | 

Boy. (with a bud ſhout, ) Triumph! ! they fly. 

Atalila. God! thou haſt not ſuffered my pious confi- 
Ange to go unrewarded. 


a Boy 4 deſeending n the tree. ) I could plainly diſcern 


a th, werrih a 10th, crying 3 ; an 11th, ail bitterly ; a 


 I2th,, with embaraſſment ; and ſo in endleſs variety. I > | 


Tranſlator has, in many inſtances, forbofe ringing theſe per- 


petual changes, except where a ſpeech 1 is ſo obicurely worded 
as to ſtand i in aviolats necd of * illuſtration a 14 Kotzebue. 


their 
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their flight. The Inca's banner follows in purſuit of 
them. (He reconducts his grandfather to the altar.) 

Veteran, Firſt-born of the Sun! ſuffer me to kiſs the 
hand of my ſovereign; the tears ſtart mito my aged eyes; 
but they are the tears of joy | Firſt- born of the Sun] let 
my tears bedew thy royal hand. | 

Atabila. Tears of joy are the moſt grateful offering 
in the ſight of heaven! (riſiug and reaching his hand.) 
Let ys return thanks to the gods. „ 

(The Indian to wham Ataliba had given his fword ruſpes 
breathleſs upon the Stage.) We have conquered! 

Ataliba. Welcome meſſenger of heaven! 

Indian. ( Laying his ſword at Alaliba's feet.) Here, 
my king, is thy ſword; I have not diſgraced it. * 
Ataliba. Keep it in memory of this glorious day. | 
Indian. Suffer me, my gracious king, to bury the 
hiſtory of this day in oblivion; and take back thy ſword. 
How could I ſhew to my grand children the monument of 
e ok | 58 | 
Ataliba. ( pointing to the ſword.) Is it not reeking with 
the Hood of the enemy? Ariſe, my fon; this blood has 
waſhed out the ſtain upon thy honour, Now relate how 
was the battle gained ? N F 
Indian. It was Rolla turned the ſcale of victory, and 
wreſted the palm of conqueſt from the victor's hand. 
Rolla appeared inſpired with more than mortal powers. 
When our troops were put to the rout, and vainly en- 
deavoured to eſcape the fire of the enemy, which overtook 
them in their flight; when the Spaniſh ſword was w 
: with ſlaughter; in that dreadful extremity, Rolla threw _ | 
à himſelf in our paſſage, and with intreaties, with threats, L 
arreſted our flight: lightning flaſhed from his eyes | | 
thunder rolled on his lips: —and then again were his 1 
_ accents gentle like the cygnet's ſong. One moment he +, 1 
pointed his ſword againſt the fugitives; the next, he 1 
bared his own breaſt, and bade them ſtrike. Thus he b 
ſtopped, called back, and rallied our diſperſed forces; and 0 
ſeizing the Inca's banner with his left hand, ruſhed like 
a tempeſt on the foe. Meanwhile the Spaniards, con- | 
fident of victory, had already began to plunder the lain, 
and their ranks were in diſorder. Led on by Rolla, and | 
propitious gods, our ſwords in one moment reverſed 
the fate of the day. Here fell the enemy without refilt= — 
ance ;— there they fled with precipitate terror. We re- : 
+4. 2 


mained 


On : ——_ 
. 


n 1 e 2 
wt * R . F 4 * 1 = 


ERolla, (riſing.) 
hands of the 1 * 
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mained maſters of the field. Hold! exclaimed Rolla, 
— Our troops ſent up the joyful ſhout of victory, and I 
haſtened hither with the glad tidings. _ 

Ataliba. Where is this hero of his country? Where 
is my gallant Rolla? _ | 

Indian. Already he approaches. 

Ataliba. Nov go [ feel that even monarchs are poor. 


SCENE VIII. = EY ( bearing the hanner o | the Incas, 


on which glitters the effulgent image of the ſun; and eſ- 
corted by a numerous train of warriors ; ATALIBA goes 
forth to meet him. 


Rolla. (XK neels down, and places the ſtandard at the 
Feet of the Monarch.) Hail ! gracious Sovereign! thy 


arms have conquered, 


| Htaliba. (Raifng him up, and embracing him.) My 


friend! my tutelary genius! 

People. Long hve Rolla! 

Ataliba. (Taking a diamond ſun, which glitter on his 
breaſt, ſuſpended by a golden chain, and hanging it round 
Rolla's neck.) Receive this in the name of the people, 
whom thou haſt this day delivered. Wear this monument 


of their gratitude. The tear, which has dimmed its luſtre, 18 


will beſt explain = Sovereign's feelings. | 
haye but been an inſtrument i in the 


Veteran. How greatly is the blind man 's lot to be 


pitied, who can only hear the hero ! 


Ataliba. Speed with the joyful tidings to the women, 


who, with anxious ſolicitude await our return. 


Rolla. Where is my friend n ? - 
Ataliba, He reſts with the gods! 
Rolla, Then am I moſt wretched, 
Guyomer, Alonzo fell in the battle. 
» Zorano, He was taken priſoner, 
 Guyemer. My eyes beheld him fall, 
Lorano. And I faw him dragged priſoner, 
| Rolla. Unhappy Cora! 
Ataliba. Oh} Victory, dearly purchaſed! 
Guyomer, He fell, *tis granted; but he yet lives. 
Zorano. I heard his voice at a * calling for 
' Tuccvur. 
Kolla. And Bell did not hear the voje of his brother 
Ataliba. 
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Ataliba. The gods demanded a victim. Our friend is 
loft, but our country is ſaved. The victorious ſhouts 
of the people drown our lamentations. Away, and let us 
haſten to comfort the widows, who have this day loſt 


their huſbands ;—of the mothers, who have loſt their ſons. 


To wipe away the tears of the fatherleſs and the widow 
is a Monarch's nobleſt office. 


Rolla, (in deſpair.) How can I ſupport the ſight of 


Cora without Alonzo ? E xeunt, 
5 Ee 


1 
* An open place in a foreſt. 


SCENE I.—Cora, and her child, ZAMORA and Xu- 
LIQUA, IMRA and BaRs8Aana. Several other women 

and children are ſeen in detached groupes. FERNANDO 
is ſleeping under the ſhade of a tree upon a bed of moſs, 
defended with branches of trees. CORa leans aver him, 

and watches his ſſumbers. ben 


» 


Cora, Still doſt thou fleep, ſweet innocent? Wilt 


In the repreſentation, we are preſented with a view of a 


cavern, or ſanctuary, among the rocks. The ſcenery is 


very magnificent, and like that of the temple of the ſun, as 


tawdry as gilt gingerbread. An Engliſh audience, however, 
concern themſelves little about the violation of propriety, 


whilſt they can feaſt their eyes on a puppet-ſhew, To render 


the place of concealment, (which cannot be ata great diſtance 
from the field of battle, as we find meſſengers diſpatched 


backward and forward,) more ſecure, a ſinging party is intro- 
duced, conſiſting of a Quintetto by Mrs. Crauch, Miſſes De 
Camp, Leak, Stevens, and Dufour. The whole ſcene has been 


greatly curtailed, by leaving out the entrance of the differ- 


ent meſſengers, and at once introducing A/al/iba, Rolla, and 


a detachment of the Peruvian army, marching in triumph into 
this place of concealment and ſecurity, with trumpets blow- 


ing before them as loud as they cau roar, to prevent, we ſup- 


poſe, the ſituation of this unprofaned receſs from getting wind . 


among any ſtraggling party of the Spaniards. The noftrum 
which the blind veteran has preſcribed for Ataliba's arm, 
muſt have been of the moſt efficacious ,yirtue, and ſuperior 


even to Friar's Balſam for the cure of à cut, as we find the , 


Monarch uſing his arm with as little ſymptom of difficulty or 
pain, as if his wound had been a mere flea bite. 8 
Fe gw hs Ne 5 thou 
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thou not yet open thy blue eyes, that thy mother may 
_ contemplate with delight their reſemblance to thy father? 
( Raiſes herſelf mournfully.) Alas ! where are his father's 
eyes? Do they yet ſparkle? Does he yet live? 
Zamora, (loking towards a diſtant hill.) MXuliqua, 
doſt thou perceive nothing? 3 SR 
Auligua, (behind the ſcenes.) I juſt now ſaw thick 
clouds of duſt, but they have diſappeared again. 
Zamora. The battle muſt ſoon be decided. 
 tmra. As I ſtood on the ſummit of the hill, Icould 
diſtinguiſh the claſh of arms. 3 OD 
Barſana. A hollow ſound rung in my ears. 
Zamora. That proceeded from the ſhields of our 
countrymen. | | 
Barſana. We could all hear the fire. arms of the 
Spaniards. 55 | = 
Imra. May the gods protect our huſbands! _ 
Cora, (aſide, raiſing her folded hands to heaven.) May 
the * one and only God be thy preferver, Alonzo. 
Zamora. Canſt thou difcern nothing, Xuliqua? 
Auligua, (behind the ſeenes.) The ſun blinds my eyes. 
Zamora. Our heavenly Father graciouſly looks down 
upon us. The children of the fun ſhall be victorious. 
Cora, (io her child.) Poor: babe! a gnat has ſtung 
"thee. Wicked gnat, (ans the child with the bough of a 
tree.) Oh! my Alonzo! thy wretched wife is lamenting 
the ſeing of a gnat, whilſt an arrow, perhaps, quivers this 
very moment in thy heart! ” 
Zamora. Xuliqua! canſt thou diſcern nothing? 
Auligua, (behind the ſcenes.) I ſee a ſoldier, and at 
a diſtance follows another; they haſten hither breathleſs. 


* This diſtinction between the plurality of gods, invoked 
by the other Peruvian women, and Cora's addreſs to the one 
and ouly God, which we find again repeated in this ſcene, 

deems obviouſly intended to point out Cora's converſion to 
the Chriſtian Faith. This conjecture receives additional 
ſanction from Alonxo's ſpeech to Pizarry in the ſeventh ſcene 
of this AQ, in which Alonzo exprefly boaſts, that he has 
won many from error, and taught them the worſhip of the 
true and only God. But has our author then not rendered 
himſelf guilty of a very glaring and unpardonable inconfiſt- 
ency, in making Alonzo and Cera takt part in the idolatrous 
vrite, performed in the Temple of the Sun? 525 


89 
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De Nomen. They bring tidings from our huſbands* 
Grant; gracious powers, they may be the meſſengers of 
0 1 ©, 
G Auligua. (entering on the ſcene) The firſt ſoldier will 
be here inſtantly. The trees have hid him from my fight. 

Cora, ( . g.) How violently does my heart beat 
againſt my boſom | OM 4 = a 

Zamora. He comes | he comes! {(Sadaſer enters, 
panting for breath.) Speak, art thou the meſſenger of 
Joy, or of grief? 1 1 

Sadaſti. We are defeated; ſave 4 (The 
women utter mournful fhrieks. Cora finks down by the fide 
of her child.) 3 5 | | 

Sadaſti. Save yourſelves! All is loſt; the King 
* himſelf is wounded; perhaps, even already dead. 

The women, (together.) O day of woe! 

Cora, (with a faint voice.) And what news bringſt 
thou concerning my Alonzo ? | | | 

Sadaſti. I ſaw him not. . 
omen. Whither ſhall we fly for refuge? 

Sadaſci. Deeper into the receſſes of the foreſt. 
Momen. Haſten then, ſiſters, let us inſtantly prepare 
r „ 

Sera. Alas! I cannot fly. (V philſi the women are pre- 
paring for flight, a ſecond Peruvian ruſhes upon the ſlage. 
£ bs Lie AE in ſuch haſte There is ſtill 4 

Women. Hope, ſay you? Speak; keep us not in 

ſuſpence. 5 „„ 

Zuma. Rolla has rallied our flying troops. Even now 

he deals his fury on the enemy, like a lion chatted by the 

hunter's ſpear. ET En 
Momen. Bleſſed be Rolla! He is the darling of the 
ods. „5 

8 Cora. And what news of Alonzo ? 

Zuma. I ſaw him not. 

Women, Is our King wounded ? : | | 

Zuma. He was carried off from the field. of battle. 

Women. Why did they not bring him hither - 
Zuma. He could ſcarcely ſupport himſelf. I ſaw the 
Royal hero's blood trickle from his wound. 5 

Lane, (Falls on her knees.) Let us fall down, ſiſters, 
and implore the gods for our Monarch's life. f 
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All, (kneeling.) Ye heavenly powers! protect the 
firſt-born of the Sun | 8 

Cera, (raiſing herſelf with difficulty on her knees.) Thou 
only God! ſpare Alonzo to my prayers !—Fold thy 
little innocent hands, my child, and pray for thy father, 
for thy native country. . 8 | 

Zoran, (entering in great haſte.) Joy! Joy! my 
friends; our arms have proved victorious. 
The Women, ſpringing nimbly on their feet.) Welcome, 
thrice welcome ! thou I of glad tidings ! (They 
form a circle round him, and almaſi ſmother him with their 


r 3 
Zorano. I pray releaſe me—l can ſay no more. 
Momen. Lives the Monarch? 1 
Zorano. He does. | 
| Women, Tell us all the particulars. 
Zorano. *T'was Rolla gained the victory. 
IVomen. Bleſlings, eternal bleſſings upon Rolla. 
Cora. And where is Alonzo ? SE 
| Zorano. | ſaw him not. . 8 
Women. Haſte! Let us go forth to meet our bro- 
thers, our huſbands. | | | | 
Zorano. Stay, they will be with you directly. 
ILomen. Are they coming? Are they coming? 
Lorano, They follow even at my heels. 
Women. Quick, ſiſters; let us ſtrip the trees of their 
foliage, and weave garlands for the gallant brows: of our 
victorious countrymen. EC 
All together, Crowns! Crowns for the conquerors ! 
(They break off branches from the trees.) 85 
Cera, (maurnfully) No one hath ſeen him! Oh! my 
poor child! Haſt thou ſtill a father left? (A diftant 
march is heard.) ; : - WE 
Zamora. Hark! they draw near I This way, my 
ſiſters. Sce how proudly the heroes march. Lift on 
high your children in your arms, that they may behold 
the heroes, and unite their liſping voices with ours to 
hail the conquerors. Huzza |! Huzza | (The women. 
burſt into ſhouts of triumph.) Hail ! to the children of the 


Sun! Hail! to the conqueror, Rolla ! Eternal bleſſings 


on Ataliba, whoſe life heaven has this day preſerved to 
the prayers of his people Ataliba, our father! and 


our king! | i 


SCENE 


+ixt DEATH OF ROLLAG + th 


SCENE II.—The K IN, Rorla, Part of the Peru- 
vian Army, CoRa, Women, &c. (The Women join 
the Warriors, amidſi loud acclamations and place gar- 
lands on the beads of ATALIBA and ROLLA. ) 


Aaliba. I return you thanks, my children; 
Zamora. Gracious Sovereign! art thou not wounded ? 
We have healing balſam, and efficacious remedies ! 
Aialiba. I thank you, be under no apprehenſions on 
my account; my wound is but ſlight, and the victory has 
already dropped a healing balm upon it. 
Cora, (with her child in her arms, paſſes through the 
ranks, examines the heroes one by one, in fearch of Alonzo. 
| Net finding him, 2 addreſſes herſelf in wild deſpair to 
Na Where is ee ad 7 
( Rolla ah Th oe and remains ſilent) ; 
| Deg (proftrates 179 at the feet of the King.) Give 
me back my huſband !' Give this Jil his fiber U 
e (di * his grief.) Is Alonzo not yet 
arrived ? 
Cora: You expect him then ? 
Ataliba. The ods will hear my n 
Cora. Is he not dead? _ 
Ataliba. He lives in my heart. 
Cera. O King! thou tormenteſt me dreadfully | 
| Ceaſe to talk in theſe ambiguous terms. Let me not 
de kept in this painful ſuſpenſe 3 but cruſh me rather with 
a ſingle blow {—Tell mez am 12 widow ?—Is this child 
fatherleſs ? 
Ataliba. Why; deareſt Cora, wilt thou with theſe 
gloomy N obſcure the little ray of hope we have 
_ yet left 
7 Gra. The little ray of hope ?—yet fill, ee 
hope! What means that ſpeech ? Speak thou; Bale 
thou art the friend of truth: ſpeak it now: | 
Rolla. Alonzo has not been found, 
| Gora, Not found! that word I comprehend not. Thou, 
too, ſpeakeſt ambiguouſly; Oh! let me not hear the 
thunder rolling at a diſtance; let the bolt fall at once 


upon my head, and cruſh my difordered brain —Say not; 
& he is not found; ſay, „ he is dead.“ 


Rella. Then ſhould 1 fay falſe; 


Cora. Heaven be praiſed; if that be indeed falſe | 
Bur is there no one among you compaſſionate enough 


180 
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to ſnatch me from the torture of ſuſpenſe ; this pra- 
tracted miſery? Stretch forth thy little hands, my child; 
haply, thy liſping tongue may plead more eloquently 
than thy mother's grief. 

Rolla. Alonzo 1s taken priſoner. 

Cora. Priſoner! and by the Spaniards? Pizarro's 
priſoner? Then is he dead indeed. 

Atalila. Why ſhould his death follow? Inſtantly 
will I diſpatch a herald to the enemy's camp with offers 
of a princely ranſom. 

Cra. A ranſom !— Where are my jewels ? (/he pro- 
duces a little caſket.) Where is the herald? _ 
Ataliba. Does Cora envy me the pleaſure of redeem- 
ing my beloved Alonzo's life? 

Several Women. (They whiſper one another, and each 
produces her caſtet.) Here, Cora, are our jewels ;— take 
them freely; we offer them with a willing heart. | 

Ora. (Falling upon their necks.) Oh! 1 my kind, my 
generous friends | 

Ataliba. ( Raiſing his eyes towards heaven.) How fin- _ 
cerely do I thank thee, Almighty Goodneſs ! that thou 
haſt made me ruler of ſubjects who have a legitimate 
claim to the title of humanity! 

Cora. Be thanks the firſt accents which this child's 
liſping tongue ſhall utter. Take theſe precious gifts, 
Ataliba, aud diſpatch the herald. _ 

Ataliba. It fhall be done without delay. (He delivers 
the aggregate collection to his attendants.) 

Cora. I will myfelf accompany him; thoſe who are 
unmoved by the glittering fight of gold, will Top be melt- 
ed by the mother's tears, | 
Ataliba. No, Cora, that cannot be permitted. You 
would expoſe yourſelf and your huſband" to ill greater 
hazard, Wait the herald's return. 
. Cara. You muſt teach me how to ſupport my life till 
then. 
Ataliba. Forget not the mother in the wife. Will 
you confide your child to the hands of ſtrangers? Will 
Jou deliver it up a prey to the cruel Spaniards ? — Be 
mindful alſo of Gurtelf; ! — Conſider the conſequences of 
expoſing your charms to the profane gaze of theſe cruel 
| Spaniards, You riſque your life, your honour, and the 
ſafety of your child; — your preſence, inſtead of ſaving 
Alonzo, would! rivet ſtil ſtronger the chains which Wins 
ls 
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him. — Need I be more explicit? — Remain with us, 
dear Cora — forget not that you are a mother. 

Cora. ( Embracing her child.) I will not forget. 

Ataliba. Now let us prepare for ſacrifice, to offer to 
the gods thanks for the deliverance of our country, and 
prayers for our Alonzo's ſafety. 

Cora. Yet, ere you go, pledge your royal word that 
Alonzo ſhall return this evening. 

Ataliba. Is that in my power! x? 

Cora. Is it not in thy power? Alonzo then is per- 
haps already dead? Why ſo ſilent, wretched orphan |! 
Cry, cry aloud ! demand thy father at this man's hands; 
for this man did thy father die ! 

Ataliba. You rend and agonize my bleeding heart. 
Should Alonzo not return, would Ataliba mourn his loſs 
leſs than Cora, To me his loſs would be irreparable. 
The wife may find another huſband, but where ſhall the 
monarch find another friend? [Exit vue his * 

and the major 8 of the women. j 


SCENE i. — - Cora, RoLLA. 


| Crra. Wretched comforter ! Miſerable child! what 
will become of thee ? 
Rolla. Indulge not, Cora, this extravagant deſpair, 
Truft in the immortal gods ! a 
Cra. Alas, they have forſaken me! WT 
| Rella. In the ſoft ſympathy of friendſhip they have 
provided a balm for every wound. 
Cora, But not for mine. 
Rolla. They planted the fair flower of hops i in the | 
rug ed ſoil of affliction. 
ra. With me that flower is withered. 8 | 
Rolla. Your deſpair blights its tender bloſſom; your - 
1 * renders you ungrateful. The exalted blefling, which | ; 
e gods have by a miracle conferred upon you, they can MJ 
by a miracle preſerve. WW 
Cora, But ſhould that bleſſing not be preſerved =_ + | 
Should Alonzo——Alas | Alas 11 cannot complete that | 
ſentence, 
Rola. Can your child be facherleſs whilſt Rolla lives ? 
Cora, Can you ſupply the place of mother alſo? Or 
thinkeſt thou that I could fur ve Alonzo's death? 
Rolla, Yes, for thy child's ſake, 
82 Gra. 
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Cora. Shall it draw blood from my breaſt ? Shall its 
mother's tears be its only bath? 

Rola. The ſoothing hand of time, the friendſhip of 
our monarch, and my love. 

Cora, Avaunt with thy proffered friendſhip, with thy 
love. Mock not the huſbandman, whoſe promiſed har- 
veſt has been blaſted 1 the mercileſs ſtorm, with a hand- 
ful of graſs. 


Rolla, Then liſten to Almz#'s friend, if thoy refuſe 
to liſten to thy orion, 
Rs Aldndo's friend! You bid me liſten to the 
world. Who was not Alonzo's friend! | 
Rolla, Liſten to his parting words before the fight. 
Gra, His parting words ! Speak, I conjure thee. 
Rolla. He conſigned to my hands two precious truſts: 
— His bleſſing to his child, and his laſt requeſt to Cora, 
Gora, His requeſt to Cora !—his 4% requeſt ! 
Haſten to let me know it. 
Rolla. If J fall, faid he, (and ſad forebodings ſhook 
him as he graſped my hand) be Cora thy wife. _ 
Cora. Thy wife! Cora the wife of Rolla? 

Rolla. I Pedged my promiſe, and we parted, 
Cora, Ha! a horrible light breaks in upon pe! 
Alonzol it may be thou haſt fallen a victim to th | 
guileleſs heart. Hadſt thou maine ſilent ; hadſt Wa | 
not made a fatal legacy of theſe wretched charms to an 
impatient heir! 
| Rolla. What hate ful ſuſpicion has poſſeſſed thy mind? 
Cora. *Tis but too evident! You poſted him where 
| his death was inevitable. His noble nature was but too 
eaſily the dupe of your craſty wiles ; —he flew to execute 
your orders; — he ruſhed upon the drawn ſwords of the 


enemy; you looked on at a fafe Giltance, and ſmiled 785 


when you beheld him fall. 
Rolla, (In the greats? afar ſome. ) Is that the voice 
of Cora? | 
Gra. Confeſs thou might have ſaved him! but 
at that moment the fatal inheritance hovered before my 
view | — he fell - you turned aſide your eyes. +7 
Rialla. Oh, glorious Sun! why have I ſurvived to 0 
hear; this foul accuſations _ 
Otra. Provided thou wert not thyſelf his aſſaſſin, ou 
think his wretched widow has no right to complain. he 


hand 


. — P DA AVID. 


Oh! he'll know the voice of his Cora, and once more 
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hand you offer her does * net reek with her huſband's 
blood; you were only a looker-on. | 
' Rolla. This is too much. _— 
Cora. And then this /a/? requeſt; who can aſſure me 
that it ever paſſed Alonzo's lips? The dead contradict 
not. | | „ 

Rolla, Cora, take my ſword and kill me. 8 
Cora. Live for love ! for the love which bloſſoms on 
thy friend's grave. But now liſten to my folemn vw. 

as you liſtened to Alonzo's laſt requeſt : — Sooner ſhall 
this child draw poiſon from my breaſt, than I call Rolla 
huſband ! than he call Rolla father + WY { 

Rolla. Call me then, what in truth I am, — thy friend 5 
— thy protector, 3 

Cora. Away! I know no protector but my God 5 
With this child in my arms will I haſten to the field of ö 
battle. I will examine every bleeding corſe; — will look | I 
in every face, by death disfigured, for the placid ſmile of 
my huſband ;— I will ſhriek out Alonzo's name till my 
veins ſnap. —If one ſpark of life {till animates his frame, 


open his cloſing eyes to the light of day. But ſhould I 
not find him, then, my ſon, we'll to the Spaniſh camp; 
they too are men; thy innocent ſmiles would win me + 
paſſage through a thouſand ſwords. Who could have the 
cruelty to impede a mother that anxiouſly ſecks her huſ- 
band? Who could be the barbarian to ſpurn from him 
the innocent babe, whoſe liſping tongue utters the name 

of his loſt father? A en mother bearing a poor 
orphan in her arms has Nature's paſſport through the 


world. Come al ng, my child, we will go in queſt of 


» Mig PrumpTRE has totally miſconceived the author. 
Inſtead of the diſtinction here drawn between actual murder 
and its connivance, ſhe makes Cora charge Rolla, in dire 
terms, with being himſelf the aſſaſſin of Alonzo z with being 
the inſtrument as well as the witneſs of his death. She writes: 
„ Perhaps you were yourſelf his murderer ; for who could 
charge you with the guilt? And What would ſignify to 
* you the poor widow's lamentations Is not the hand yo 
offer her ſtained with blood? Ohl were you merely a2 
, witneſs of his death!“ This is ſuch an eſſential perver- 
ſion of the genuine ſenſe of the text, that we feel it incum- 
bent upon us to point it out, 
N SCENE 


- _— 


- 
„ * 1 


——U— — 
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SCENE IV.— Ror TA olone. 
(He flands a long time filent, with gloomy looks, rivetted 


upon the ground. He is more hurt than grieved. Only once 


do his feelings convert into melancholy ſenſations, and cage 
him to exclaim, in a moving tone of voice: © This to me !?? 


Ile immediately relapſes into deep thought, and reſumes his 
former ſtern lock ;, his eyes roll wildly ; he appears on the eve 


of fome mighty project, which he thus partially explains I 
will yet compel her to eſteem me!“ | [Exits 


SCENE V.—P1zaRRo's Tent. 


Pizarro, (alone, traverſing his tent with wild and 
gloomy looks.) Fortune! thou unconſtant jilt ! with boys 
only doſt thou love to play the harlot ! "The vigorous arm 
of manhood is too coarſe to pleaſe thee. *Tis the ſtrip- 
ling's downy chin and ſmooth unfurrowed cheeks that 
win thy favour, thy blandiſhments, and fond careſſes. As 
foon as matured experience ploughs wrinkles in the fore- 
head, thy back is turned on the diſcarded favourite. 


Painted, deceitful monſter ! But let thy wheel roll; let 


it drive over and cruſh my mangled frame ! only grant 


me vengeance | — vengeance on Alonzo.—But once more 
ſmile upon me, and be that ſmile the earneſt of Alonzo's 


death! 
Pizarro. Who dares intrude ? (Seeing Elvira ) Wha 


| has preſumed to grant you admittance ? Where is the 


guard? 


Elvira. The ſentinel has done his duty: Who is there, 


he cried, —T, Elvira, was the reply. You cannot paſs ? 
Why not? « Pizarro wiſhes to be alone: he has given 
the ſtricteſt orders to be denied.“ At that moment, 
a a ſoft glance from my eyes darted full in the * weather- 


> A female writer may tranſlate this paſſage with greater 


literal preciſion, than the author of the preſent verſion dare 
attempt. There is a kind of fimplicity in unſophiſticated 


female delicacy, that never was more aptly deſcribed than' 
in the words of Paul; “To the pure, all things are pure.“ 
Moſt unfortunately it ſo hap} ens, that the education of x 

8 5 . male 
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beaten ſoldier's face: the ſovereignty of our ſex met 
ready homage ; the halbert was lowered, and Elvira ob- 


tained admittance to Pizarro. | 


Pizarro. Well! and what is it you deſire? _ 
Elvira. Jo ſee how a hero ſupports misfortune. _ 
Pizarro. Haſt thou not witneſſed my demeanour amidſt 
the flight and diſcomfiture of my troops? Haſt thou not 
ſeen my arm ſtrike the cowardly fugitives to the ground? 
Haſt thou not zen me in the front of my vanquiſhed 
hoſt; where, among a thouſand proſtrate heads, mine 
8 its undaunted creſt, and braved even fate 
Itſelf * * 
Elvira. True ;—T have ſeen thee in various and trying 
ſituations; but, to know a hero thoroughly, it is 2X 
ſary to behold him in the ſolitude of his tent. Magna- 
nimity in public, and magnanimity in private, are not 
nonimous terms. Many are there, who tremble amidſt 
the {till gloom of night; and yet can face danger with un- 
daunted front, when cor to the ſcrutinizing gaze of 
_ thouſands. „ „ OED. i tt One 
Pizarro, Well then, thou ſeeſt me now in the try- 
ing criſis of ſolitude. Does my countenance betray un- 
manly ſorrow ? Hearſt thou me whine ? Does one idle la- 
mentation eſcape my lis? 5 — 
Elvira. Why boaſt of that! To whine and lament _ 
befits only monks and women. But you gnafly your 
teeth, anddven that is unworthy of a hero. £ 
Pizarro. Would you with me to give a ball, for- 
ſooth, and ſolicit your hand to open it; becauſe the 
_ enemy's faulchions have mowed down the flower of my 
troops? 1 8 K 


ö 1* 


Elvira. No l but 1 would have thee ſtill and calm as 
the night, when the ſtorm has ſpent its fury: —ftill and 


male world, naturally leads them into certain walls of prac - 
tical knowledge; into certain habits, which ſanction the ce- 
lebrated aphoriſm of Dean Swift: A delicate man, is a 
man of naſty ideas.” The Author of the LI ERAAY 
Czxs0R, hopes therefore to meet with ſome indulgence from 
the critics, for not rendering this paſſage with the ſame de- 
: gree of literal fidelity, as KoTZeBUE's weteran tranſlator = 


s done, when ſhe writes: „ then a gentle glance from me, 
cc olided from his briſtly hair above to his briſtly "beard : 
« below.“ * 5 7 


calm 
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calm as the grave on the eve of general reſurrection. 
The morning dawns, and with renovated vigour, irra- 
diated by a new ſun, burſts forth the hero. 
Pizarro. Are ſuch a woman's ſentiments !— Oh 
that all my warriors had this very day been women, like 
Elvira! | Fae 
Elvira. Then had my hand this day inveſted thy 
brows with the imperial diadem of Quito. Yet, bear in 
mind, Pizarro, we {till ſtand on the brink of our hopes. 
The crown which tempts our graſp, amidſt a ſtream of 
blood, even yet appears in fight. Let us then ſummon 
our courage afreſh, and once more boldly plunge into the 
ſtream in purſuit of it. 3 1 
Pizarro. Alas! Elvira, faint and tranſient are my 
gleams of hope; whilſt this Alonzo, this ſcourge of my 
exiſtence, leads the forces of the foe, 
_ Elvira. Ha! almoſt had J forgotten to appriſe you, 
that Alonzo is your priſoner. | 374 
Pizarro, Alonzo, ſay you ? . 
Elvira, But this very moment I beheld him dragged 
in chains through our camp. 1 
Pixarro. Elvira]! what welcome tidings doſt thou 
bring! — Alonzo my priſoner ! — Then am I conque- 
ror ! — then is the victory mine - ES 
Elvira. Of a truth, thou exciteſt my curioſity to 
| ſee the man, of whom Pizarro ſtands ſo much in awe. 
Pizarro. What? Ho? — Who waits without? (4 
ſentinel enters.) Bring the Spaniſh priſoner hither. ( Exit 
Soldier.) 4 = 
Elvira, What are your intentions, reſpecting him? 
Pizarro. He ſhall die; die in lingering tortures. 
Elvira. Shame upon thee! how will thy fame be 
_ blaſted with poſterity ! Pizarro, (it will be faid) could 
not conquer, till he had murdered Alonzo. _ 5 
Pizarro. And what is poſthumous renown to me? 
Elvira, Is that a ſentiment befitting Pizarro's mouth? 
If not always ju/tly, at leaſt act nbi. | 
Pizarro. What then would be thy advice. 
Elvira. Reſtore his ſword, and challenge him to 


an coinbat. . 33 
Pizarro. No, Elvira! "Alonzo is a traitor to his 
country; moſt probably a traitor alſo to his God. And 
ſhall he be entitled to a hero's death ? N 

| Elvira. 
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Elvira. Follow your own counſel ; but remember 
Alonzo lain, Elvira is loſt to thee for ever. 

Ptzarro. You intereſt yourſelf {trongly in the cauſe 
of this youthful ſtranger. What is-his fate to you ? 
Elvira. His fate nothing! 7hy glory every thing! 
Think'ſt thou 'tis Pizarro's perſon that Elvira loves? 
Oh, no—*tis Pizarro's fame. 
Pizarro. My heart thirſts for vengeance, not for 


fame. I have ſworn to glut my revenge, and Alonzo | 


ſhall know that Pizarro is a Spaniard. 


SCENE VII.—ArLonzo brought in chained. ELVIRA 


eyes him with mingled Senſations of Aſtoniſhment and 


Curigſity *. 


Pizarro. Welcome, Don Alonzo de Molina; 'tis 
long ſince we have met. 5 Fo ES 
lonzo. And even now we meet too ſoon, 
Pizarro. You look plump and jolly. _ 


Alonzo, Yet have I not feaſted on rapine and on 


blood "PE. 2 8 1 


Pizarro. You are wedded too, I hear; perhaps, 


already the father of a lovely babe ? 


»The dreſs in which Alonzo makes his appearance on the 
boards of Drury-lane theatre, is equally diſtinguiſhed by its ele- 


gance and its abſurdity, in reference to its appropriation to 


Alonzo's character. Whether repoſed ſecurely in the boſom of 
his family, or preparing for battle; whether in the Temple of 
the Sun, or in the heat of action, he js uniformly habited in a 


dreſs, which ſeems better ſuited for a ball, or ſome grand feſti- | 


vity than for ſcenes of blood and carnage. Yet ſuch is the de- 


praved taſte of the Public, and ſuch the obſequiouſneſs of Mana- 


ers, that they would ſooner tolerate the violation of propriety 
in every act, in every ſcene, than loſe a ſingle un of 
leaſing the eye at the expence of Jjudgmens and common 
any of our modern plays, indeed, feem to be exprefsly con- 


| ſtruted upon a plan which renders the Author's part a mere 


vehicle for the introduction of raree-/bow and /ing-/ong. 
At the ſame time that we make theſe remarks upon Alonzo's 


dreſs, it is but an act of juſtice to ſeparate the performer from 
the taylor; and diſtinly to ſtate, that Mr. C. Keats fuf- 


tained the character in a moſt reſpectable ſtyle, and it is with 

pleaſure we add, that the plaudits beſtowed upon him, were 
awarded to the actor, not the taylor, 27. lh 

REF. I Alonz o. 


enſe. 


* 
m —— — —ů — p a 5 : ——— * * 
4+ 2 


r 
* . RE, 


— 


66 THE SPANIARDS IN PERU; OR, 


Al;nzo. Does it grieve thee to have loſt the oppor- 
tunity of murdering the infant in its mother's womb ? 

A (His eyes flaſhing with rage.) Audacious 
bo 

Nee. Thou art rightly anſwered. Why infult 
the unfortunate ? 

Pizarro. Who has appointed thee his advocate? 

Elvira. To inſult a fallen enemy is unmanly. 

Pizarro. Leave me. 

Il vira. I will not leave thee. 

Pizarro. Shall IJ have recourle to force? 

Elvira. Force? For that, too, (brandiſhing a dagger) 
am I prepared. 

Alanzo. Noble, generous youth“, what is thy name? 
I have no recollection of you. 

Elvira. If I be, indeed, noble and eren of 
what importance 1s my name ? 

Alanze. Be mindful of your own ſafety : defending 


me, you ſeek to rob a tyger of the prey which he holds 
beneath his fangs. 


Pizarro. And this tyg ger is—Tuſtice. 


Alonzo. Profane not * 5 lacred name with thy un- 
hallowed lips. 


Pizarro. Thou art a traitor to thy native country. 
Alonzo, I. was not born among robbers and mur- 


derers. 


Pizarro. An Apoſtate from God and. from our 
Holy Faith. 


"Alonzo. The charge i is falſe. | 
_ Pozarr), Married to a Pagan. 

Alunzo. Good ſees and judges the heart. 
Picarra. And awards to every one according to his 
deſerts, 

Alonzo. He does in the world to come — not al- 
ways in this. 


Pizarro, Thy hours are numbered; July thy, con- 


duct if thou canſt. 


ee Where are my judges: 12 


* Here we have again to repeat the obſervation we have had 
occaſion to make in the firſt Act, reſpecting Elvira's dreſs. On 
the German fads ſhe appears in the habit of a youthful warrior. 


Pizarro. 
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P:zarro, Can'ſt thou aſk that queſtion ? 

Alinzo, Reign'it thou, then, uncontrouled deſpot 
here? 

Pizarro. Thou would'ſt appeal to the war council? 

Alonzo. Yes, if the good Las Caſas ſtill retains a 
ſeat in that aſſembly. If not, that trouble may be 
ſpared. 

Pixarro. How eagerly does raſhneſs ſeek to ſhelter 
itſelf under the folly of others! 

Alonzo. And is Las Caſas deemed a fool! Oh, then, 
ſpare me your leſſons of wiſdom. And thou, Eternal 
Judge! grant I may die in the folly of Las Caſas! _ 

Nerf It that ſpeech was ſincere, thou art ncarer 
the gaol of thy wiſhes than thou mayſt imagine. 

Alonzo. Think'ſt thou to appal me with ay. me- 
naces? 

Pizarro, And, were e Ls Caſas ſeated i in my place, 
what plea would'ſt thou advance? 

Alonzo, I would lead him by the hand through the 
laughing plains of Quito; ſhew him paſtures decked 
with verdure, and meadows blooming with the flowers 
of ſpring ; ſhew him where the plough-ſhare has fer- 

tilized regions late waſte and barren, and where the 
waving corn-fields hold out the earneſt of a rich harveit * 
to our hopes. This (I would ſay) is my work | Then 
would I ſhew him content ſmiling on the ruddy cheek. 
of toil; barbarous laws abrogated by the wholeſome 
inſtitutes of Juſtice and Humanity. This, too, is 
my work |! And, prouder yet, would I ſhew him 
many an eye and many a hand, by gentFeneſs- from 
error won, raiſed in pure devotion to the true and only 
God. This, too, (I would tell him) is Alonzo's 
work!“ Then would the gentle Las Caſas claſp me 
in his arms, and a tear of ſoft compaſſion for my tate, 
would, as it fell upon my cheek, call down Heav'ns 
bleſſing on my head. Now, Pizarro, can'ſt thou now 
comprehend how a man may be enabled to mect his 
death with ſmiles ? 

Pizarro. Alonzo ſtill, I ſee, remains the 8 
enthuſiaſt. 3 „ 

Alonzo. Were I ever capable of renouncing this 
enthuſiaſm, then ſhould J, indeed,  Gelerys | the title of 
Pizarro s friend! 


13 Pizarro. 


— — 
8 — — ; 
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Pizarro, Rave on, audacious ſtripling ! But know, 
our Council is not compoſed of old women; our 
Judges are men, and poſſeſs manly firmneſs, 

Alonzo, I well underſtand the character of your 
boaſted manlineſs, and am prepared to meet it. 

Pizarro. "Tis well thou art, for thy hours are few. 


Hence and prepare for thy approaching fate. 


Alonzo. That preparation is already made. 
Pizarro. Have thy frantic flights ſo entirely ba- 


niſhed the idea of thy wife, > child from thy remem- 


brance and thy heart * 
Alonzo. There lives a juſt, a ienciful, and an ayeng- 


ing God! 


Pizarro. I wiſh you joy of your pro bearing. 


Lou will ſhortly need it. Hence, and to your prayers ; 


the firlt ray of to- morrow's ſun ſummons you to exc- 


Cution. 2 1 


Alanz3. Thy vengeance is not tardy ; for that ac- 
cept my thanks. Going.) 
Plvira. Stop, Alonzo. Pizarro, I demand that 


this youth be not put to death. 


Pizarro. Are you frantic; are you deranged in 
your ſenſes? 

Elvira. L aſk not of thee an aft of virtue; I re- 
quire not magnanimity, I demand only that thou 
ſhould'ſt be juſt to thy own fame. Set thy aero at 
liberty; reſtore his [word, and dare him to 8 
If thou act otherwiſe, expect Elvira's ſcorn. 

Pizarro. Shall I ſet him at liberty, that he may 


again embrue his Rand in the lite-blood of his bre- 


thren? 
Alonzo. I never can acknowledge robbers for my 

bi | 

Pizarro. Heareſt Weh Elvira? Away, Alonzo 3 


you know your ſentence. 


Lions. 1 Vow: itnand defoile the Take” Bo. 
thou, generous youth, accept my thanks! thou art not 
formed for the ſociety of theſe hard-hearted men. 


Haſten rather to the Indian ſavages, as they are ſtigma- 


tized, amongſt them thou wilt find thyſelf in thy pro- 
per ſphere. 1 


SCENE | 
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SCENE VIII.—P1zakrRo, Ervira. 


Pizarro. Now, Madam, revile at pleaſure, and 
pour oil on the fierce flames of my revenge. "Theſe 
are the pious leſſons of Las Caſas! 

Elvira. This Alonzo, claims my highelt admira- 
_ tion. © 75 
Pizarro. Vet a- few hours, 
_ Alonzo did claim it. 
Elvirg. Is then his death irrevocably decreed ? 


: 
. 


and thou may ſt ſay, 


Pizarro. As irxevocahly as the ſetting of the ſun, 


which even now begins to ſink below the horizon. 
Elvira. And halt thou alſo determined the manner 
of his death? 2 * 
Pizarro. That is what at this very moment occu— 
pies my thoughts. I muſt calculate how much torture 
can be compreſſed into the compaſs of a fingle hour. 
_ Elvira. | could ſuggeſt a ſpecies of torture, which 
perpetuates the pangs of the ſufferer, and comunicates 
the moſt voluptuous ſenfations of delight to the tor- 
—T—W.·ͤ ioe „ 
Pizarro. Name it. 2 5 
Elvira. Call forth the bluſh of ſhame upon thy 
enemy's cheek by an act of generoſity. 0 
Pizarro. I do not comprehend your meaning. 
Elvira. Pardon and releaſe Alonzo. 5 
Pizarro, Doſt thou again plead for him? _ 
Elvira. Yes, and will a thouſand times. Thou 
ſhould'ſt bleſs me for my counſel, for I ſeek to ſave 
thee from the curſes of poſterity. After-ages ſhall 


read the record of thy exploits. Pizzaro it will be 


ſaid) landed with a handful of men in a newly diſco- 
vered hemiſphere, braved innumerable perils with his 
little troop, and vanquiſhed the ſovereign of a power- 

ful empire.—** Pizarro was a brave man !—The con- 


queror pardoned his haughty enemy, when led before 


| him in chains.—**. Pizarro was a great man!” 
. Pizarro, (contemptuouſly.) Think'ſt thou the ap- 
plauſes of poſterity would cauſe my mouldering bones 
to rattle with tranſport in my tomb? | 


Elvira, Fame is but a bubble, I grant; and the 


hero who pants after it a child. Yet 'tis this bauble 
Which links human nature to the gods. 


Pizarro. 


of Marſyas. He 
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Pizarro. And, when I glut my juſt revenge upon 
my foe, how will poſterity adjudge that deed ? 

Elvira. Pizarro (it will be ſaid) plunged his dagger 
into the breaſt of an enemy in chains. —** Pizarro was 
a common man? | i 

Pizarro, Hercules ſtrangled the earth-born giant 
Antzus,* and Apollo cauſed Marſyas to be flayed 
alive. SS _ 

Elvira. Ha! Ha! Ha! That was bravely imagined l. 
Methinks, we have additional reaſon to flay this 
ſelf-ſame Alonzo: he plays with greater ſkill than we 
ourſelves. 
Pizarro. No more of this, Elvira! 

Elvira. You are in the right. Who would attempt 


to plant cedars in a ſwamp? But now let us review the 


* With all due deference to Korzzs UE, we think he has 
in this paſſage groſsly violated the Horatian precept. 


Reddere perſonæ ſcit convenientia cuique. 
There is ſomething | ſovereignly ridiculous and inconſiſtent 


in making Pizarro, a man of no education, a ſwine-herd by birth, 
and not even able to write, as Elvita expreſsly upbraids him in 


the ſecond ſcene of the firſt act, ſo well read in the fables of the 
Greek and Roman Mythology. Mr. Sazriban has very 
properly refuſed him an apportunity of diſplaying his learning 
on the boards of Drury lane Theatre. 


+ Mr. LEWIS, in his tranſlation of this paſſage, has con- 


ceived the author's meaning more happily than his female rival, 


though he has erred a little in the commencement of Elvira's 
ſpeech, by making her gravely approve of Apollo's butchery 

1 likewiſe given the N ſpeeck of 
Elvira with greater, fidelity and ſpirit than Miſs PLVNMTRE, 


' © who has deprived Elvira's reply, as well as Pizarro's previous 
demand of all force and energy, by not preſerving the original 

| idea. Kotzebue repreſents Pizarro aſking what poſterity would 
ſay of him, if he carried his menaces reſpecting Alonzo into 
execution? to which Elvira replies in the very words which a 
reader of Pizarro's exploits might be ſuppoſed to make uſe of. 
We occaſionally notice theſe little errors to ſhow that a few more 
leſſons in the German tongue would not be fuperfluous. A hun- 
dred ſimilar inftances of inadvertency and miſconception might 


be adduced, were it neceſſary, but we hope theſe gentle hints 
will produce the deſired effect. 7 0 Ro | 


. ſubje&t 
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ſubject in a more rational light. Fame, whether poſt- 
humous or co- temporary, is an unſubſtantial good: a 
mere vapour: a ſhort-lived flame, which neither afford 
warmth nor nouriſhment. But our intereſt! our imme- 
diate advantage! What ſayeſt thou, Pizarro, if by a 
cheap magnanimity we could gain a point, which elle 
it would coſt us dear to accompliſh ?* 

Pizarro, Be more explicit. 

Elvira. Alonzo will and muſt ſeal the doctrines of 
Las Caſas by ſome ſignal deed. Whether by an heroic 
death, for which we, without any advantage to our- 

ſelves, furniſh the means; or by an egregious act of 
folly, which would adyance our intereſt, reſts entirely 
with yourſelf. 
Pizarro. How do you make that appear? 
Elvira. We muſt entangle this enthuſiaſt in his own 
viſionary web. That phantom, which the world terms 
virtue, is his idol. "Viſit him then in his confinement, 
addreſs him thus: „ Alonzo, thou haſt injured me; 
but I forgive it. Thou art at liberty.“ Behold the 
ſure conſequence! the youth will throw himſelf into 
thy arms, and, in gratitude for his life, veleny the crown 
of Quito into thy hands. 

Pizarro. Is that thy real opinion? I much Joubt its: 
Elvira, If the ſtratagem be too difficult for you to at- 

chieve alone, you ſhall have my aſliſtance.} Who is 
more eaſily led at pleaſure to the commiſſion of good 
or evil, than an enthuſiaſt? .. I am young, and not with- 
out attractions; I poſſeſs a ready wit, and know how to 
conform myſelf to the humours and caprices of your ſex. 
Thouſands obey Pizarro, the hero. T he hero, ape, | 
is obſequious to Elvira! 

e I, obſequious 1 to thee ? 


„* 


3 This ** of Elvira, with the ſublbancyt Aubate upon 
that ſubject between that lady and Pizarro, are ſuppreſſed in the 
repreſentation for a f. d reaſon, Firt, becauſe Elvira, as 
already obſerved, is not diſguiſed in man's apparel, And, ſe- 
condly, becauſe in conſequence of the indiſpenſible neceſſity of 


curling the picce, her interview with. Alonzo in the ram | 
ſcene in the IVth AR, is totally omitted. 


+ Miſs PLUMTRE tranſlates this paſlage thus : © Ts it that 
you think the means propoſed, acer to the end i in view?— 
then others may be deviſed,” 


' 


Elvira, 


r . 
* a „ 
—— ** 


- | . * 
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Etira, The moments are precious; waſte them not 
in idle debate. Let me repair directly to Alonzo. Al- 
ready as a youth, have J made a deep impreſſion on his 
heart. What then, when I ſhall appear before him in 
my true character as woman? when my hand fondly 
preſſes his? when I meet his looks, and my eye ſpeaks 
the language of ſoft perſuaſion? when hyperbolic virtue 
flows from my lips ? think ſt thou, Alonzo can with- 
ſtand my wiſhes? 

Pizarro. Your vanity is very amuſing. 

Elvira. Thank me for the kind and friendly hint, 


ere I cepent of having ſuggeſted it. 


Pizarro.“ Repent, Madam, as ſoon as you pleaſe ; 
for my determination is irrevocably fixed, 

Eluira. And Alonzo dies ? 

Pizarro. He does. 

Etvirz. Even though that moment ſhould loſe thee 


Elvira for cver ? 


Pizarro. Even though that ſhould follow. 
Elvira. Even though Elvira ſhould throw herſelf into 
the arms of a more magnanimous enemy, and, in con- 


juction with Alonzo, labour to promote the happineſs 


of the Peruvians ? 
Pizarro. Remember bonds and fetters are at . 


command. 


Elvira. Not againſt a woman, who needed not the 


precepts of Las Caſas to deſpiſedeath. 


Pizarro. And even that may be thy fate. 

Elvira. Pizarro! you no longer love me. 

Pixarro. If you hope to transform the general into a 
whining ſhepherd, you will find yonrſelt miſtaken. 

Elvira. Ungrateful man! was it not for thy ſake 
that I left my parents and my native land? was it not 


for thy ſake that I braved the fierceſt dangers? nor 


feared to make the raging deep my groves, | fo I but pe 


riſhed in Pizarro's arms! 


+ KorzgBRUz's veteran tranſlator his added conſiderable. 


_ dignity to this ſpeech. “ leave you, (ſhe writes) to immediate, 


perhaps perpetual repentance; for my reſolution is fixed.“ 
This refinement on KoTzEBUE, originates entirely from i 

rance of the co//oguial uſe of the adverb immer, When vil 
writers have the modeſty to believe, that ſomething more than a 
dictionary is neceſſary to quality them even for the trade of 4 


tranſlator? 


"pt Zarro. 
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Pizarro. And have I not repaid thee with an equal 
facrifice * What right has Elvira to complain? Does ſhe 
not ſhare with me my power and my joys? 

Elvira. Recollect, that I ſhare alſo thy dangers. 
Who, amidt thickeſt ranks of battle on this dreadful 
day, fought neareſt by thy ſide ? who preſented a breaſt, 
unaccuſtomed to the iron mail, for thy buckler? | 

Pizarro. Enough, Elvira! In love, thou poſſeſſeſt all 
the tenderneſs of woman? in valour, all the hardi- 
hood of man. For this thou art juſtly entitled to my 
whole, my undivided heart, and half my booty. 

Elvira. To half thy bogey f well then, I claim 
Alonzo for my priſoner. _ 

Pizarro. Not ſo! the diſtribution of that booty I re- 
ſerve to myſelf. 

Elvira. ( fondly careſſing him.) Not even though I 
plead in hl language of kind intreaty ? though I ſhould 
moilten thy cheek with my tears? _ 

Pizarro. Not even then. (after @ pauſe.) Elvira! 


what inference am I to draw 2 this obſtinate inter- 


ference? Have the ſtripling's ſmooth and ruddy cheeks 
bewitched thy my heart ? | | 


Elvira. No! Pizarro. As yet you ſtill poſſeſs my 
affection. But approve yourſelf deferving of my love. 


Chance may wrelt from your hand the palm of victory 


- over your enemies. Learn to ſubdue yourſelf ; « and 


your diſcomfiture will become the moſt glorious 
triumph. Then art thou ein. a a hero; and none but 
a hero can Elvira love. 

Pizarro. You plead in vain, Be on thy guard, 


Elvira, that jealouſy ſtrike not her rancorous fangs 


into my heart. You know the character of the Spanith 
nation : you know Pizarro. 


Lluira. Yes, I know thee well. Thou art jealous 


of woman's favour, yet {till more jealous of thy renown. 

Thou wilt not tear aſunder the _ tie that till links 

Elvira's fate to thine. 

Pizarro. Every word you utter, encreaſes the mea- 
ſure of his guilt. 


Elvira. Then ſundered is the laſt and only tis that 


binds us. Whet thy murderous ſword, and ſever the 
captive's neck, whoſe chains alone render your life 
ſecure. With pleaſure has Elvira, after every battle; 


wiped the duſt and gore from her hero's forehead; but 


K | not 


by 
f 
\ 
| 
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not the duſt of ignominious flight, not the blood of 
foul aſſaſſination. The arm which can ſtab a defence- 
leſs enemy ſhall never again claſp the waiſt of a gene- 
rous woman. The lips, which pronouncing a ſentence 
of death, can add inſult to cruelty, ſhall never more 


_ preſs mine. Oh! I know well, that revenge is a glo- 


rious ſenſation, but only as long as the enemy, with 
erected creſt, bids us defiance. When he falls, re- 
venge falls with him. Who does not feel as I do, I 


_ condemn ; who feeling thus, yet acts otherwiſe, I de- 


ſpiſe. 
Pizarro. Hing her with a contemptuous ſmile) Thou 
art a woman !. | | Exit. 
SCENE IX. 


Elvira. A woman! Know'ſt thou hat; and Joſt not 
tremble? Know'ſt that I can hate even as violently as 


J can love;—yet thou doſt not tremble? Come on 
then, thou man of fearleſs ſoul !—thou, whom neither 
the ſtrife of contending elements, nor the fury of the 
enemy could appall now meet the laſt and felleſt 
peril of thy life;—meet and ſurvive an injured wo- 
man's fury if thou canſt ! Alonzo ſhall live, and be the 
object of Elvira's love—not becauſe youth and beauty 


impart a freſher glow to his checks! No—but becauſe 


the idol, which I worſhipped in Pizarro, proves to be 
an inanimate image of clay ; becauſe the edifice, which, 


at a diſtance, appeared a goodly temple of fine marble, 
proves, on a nearer inſpection, to be but a varniſhed 
Juggler's booth ! Yes, Pizarro, I could have pardoned 
thee, hadſt thou, to obtain a crown, been guilty of a 
breach of faith towards me; but thou haſt renounced 
the path of glory, and Elvira is loſt to thee for ever! 
| 5 Exit. ) 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


ACT- 
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* 


to. 


SCENE I.—A* Tent in tbe Spaniſh Camp. Night, ; 
; ALONZO, {alone.) _ 

„% Deſpiſe death!” Such were the precepts” of the 
Greek and Roman, philoſophers, though but Heathens. 
Shame, then, upon thee who calleſt thyſelf a Chriſtian ; 

yet trembleſt at diſſolution! What thoſe our dared to 
hope, is, to thee, a confirmed certainty. Revelation 
ö aſſures thee of a future and better world land yet thou 
trembleſt? Is it that the ſtrong muſcles of youth ſtrug- 

ole with fiercer reluQtance againſt an early death? 
„What is an early death? Shall Alonzo calculate his 
. life by years? Was he not the happy huſband of Cora? "ff 
Cora! Ah! At the mention of that, name vibrates the | M 
roſy band, which binds me irreſiſtibly to the world! 
My wife! my child! The one, attaches me with her 
tears of love, the other with the ſweet {mile of inno- 
cence- Yes, Caſlius ! thou wert not a huſband! Se- 


* Among other groſs inſtances of incongruity in the ſcenery of 
this puntomimic tragedy, we have to notice the introduction of a bi 
magnificent dungeon, built, /ecundum artem, with all its horrific 1 
appendages of bolts, bars, ſtaples, maſſy pillars, ſubterraneous 
paſſages, &c. and all this rarſed, like Milton's Pandemonium, by 
magic, for the impriſonment of Alon xo. ir 4 country where the 
Spaniards had not yet eſtabliſhed themſelves, and where, of con- 
| ſequence, one might ſuppoſe they had not much leiſure to build 
ſuch commodious ediſices for their priſoners, whilſt they them 
ſelves were encainped in tents. That propriety ſhould be thus 
| ſacrificed to pageartry, in a drama, which boaſts the name of 
Snare as Its //ter-father, is a truly painful reflection, and 
affords a very melancholy proof of the inveterate depravity of 
the public taſte, when even the genius of ſo great a writer, and 
ſo great a man in every ſenſe of the word, cannot furniſh a few 
hour's rational entertainment to a London audience, without 
calling in the aid of a puppet-/bow! We are well aware, that the 
Proprietor of a Theatre, like every other individual, muſt con- 
ſult his «wn private intereſt, or the intereſt of the firm entruſted 
to his management; but we are ſorry to be under the neceſſity 
of making the ſame excuſe for Mr. SHEBR1DAN, which we do 
for the hoſt of play -wrights, catgut-ſcrapers, and ballad-mongers, 


who earn a diſgraceful ſubſiſtence by humouring and debauching 
the public taſte. 
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neca ! thou never wert a father! Loud does the voice 
of Nature cry within me, « Live!” Loud does my 
heart echo back the ſound. Can this inſtinctive with 


diſgrace the man, the hero? Almighty Ruler of my 
fate! J wiſh to live! 


SCENE H.—ALownzo. 1 Soldier with a Baſket, 
Maine, Cc. 


Soldier. Here, Don Alonzo de Molina; pluck up 


courage, and drink. 


Alonzo. Who ſent you hither? 
S:ldier. I keep guard before your tent. 
Alonzo. Is it to your e, that I am 


| indebted for this refreſhment? 


| Soldier. No; your ſituation, indeed, affects me to We. 
the heart; but to ſuccour you is not in my power—T 
am poor. 


Alonzo. Who ſent you, then, with theſe refreſh- 


e 


Soldier. One who can beftow ſweeter gifts than 


wine, {in a whiſper} Donna Elvira. 


 Alinzo. And who is Donna Elvira? Sree 
Soldier. Have you never heard Ways of her? She is 


the favourite of our general. 


Alonzo. His favourite? | 
Soldier. Why yes, his favourite ; ; you furely com- 


: prehend me. 


Almzo. And this Elvirs; you fay,— 
Soldier. Sent you this wine. 

Alonzo. Am I known to her? 

Soldier. I believe not. 
Alonxo. Return her my thanks, 
Soldier. I wills. 

Alenzo. But take your wine back again, 


18 Would ſuch an aim dialogue as this be tolerated in 
any Engliſh writer? Will the warmeſt admirer of KorzrBUr 


preſume to ſay, that it is worthy of a diamatiſt, whom the /oi- 
 diſant monopolizer of e/e-gant tranſlations in St. Paul's Church- 


yard, has, with ſuch pccrliar modeſty, baptized wy the name of 


the GERMAN SHAKESPEARE ? 


« 9nid domini facient, audeht cum talia fures ! 


Some of his M. D. Authorlings will, no code, give him an 
elegant tranſlation of this verſe, 


Soldier. 


| 
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Coldier. Won't you drink it ? 

Alonzo. I have not taſted wine for ſeveral-years. 

Soldier. But a perſon in your- ſituation ſtands in 
need of the courage which the contents of this battle 
will inſpire. 

Alonzo. Truſt me, my honeſt friend, that man is 
greatly to be pitied who mult borrow courgge from 
ſuch a wretched ſource. 


Heldier. But you'll find it ſerviceable for al that. 


When once it gets into your head, it will baniſh ſorrow, 


and blunt the edge of pain. 

Alonzo. Preſs me no further. I hive not been wont 
to regard death as a ſpectre, the fight of which I 
would ſeek to ſhun by hiding my face in the pillow ! 


Drink the wine yourſelf, my honeſt fellow; the pight 


is cold, and it will do you good. 


Soldier. With all my heart, if you pleaſe to order | 


ſo. By my troth you are a gallant Knight; what a 


pity you ſhould turn a Heathen! 1 id weep at your 


untimely yo were it not a lin. pi | ( Exit. / 


SCENE IH —ALonz0 {abne of» 
Poor fellow he knows not what he ſays. Oh, God! 


thy mercies extend to all thy creatures! Thou haſt 


created the vine for the Spaniards, the Plantana for the 
Peruvians. Thy waters lave alike the vallies of the 
Pyrencan Mountains, and thoſe which ſkirt the Cor- 


dilleras. Thou halt fixed the croſs upon the Chyiſtian 
Altar as the ſymbol of thy divine favour; but thou 


lookeſt down with equal complacency on the Sun, 
which glitters on the breaſt of the Incas. 


SCENE IV“. —ELVIBA, lO. 


Elvira. Don Alonzo! 
Alonzo. Who calls? Come in. 
Baule. Doft thou recollect me ? 


* This Scene is tatally ſuppteſſed i in the vents. The 


abſolute neceſſity of curtailment might have been admitted as an 
apology, were the plea not abrogated by the diſgraceful add:- 


tions to the Fifth Act. But we ſhall have reaſon to expatiate | 


more fully upon this ſubject in another er ple. 


Alonzo. 


N 
g 
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Alanzo. Yes, well do I recolle& thee. It was 
thou who didſt venture to expoſtulate with the ſavage 


tyrant, when the ſentence of my death hung upon 


Pizarro's lips. Deeply is thy image engraven in my 
heart. 


Elvira. Live, Alonzo ; live for the ſake of one that 


loves thee. 


long, Noble, but nen is it to fore the unfor- 
tunate! When before I ſaw you, you concealed your 


name. Tell me who thou art; thou ſeem'ſt an eagle 


ſurrounded by ravenous vultures! 
Elvira. Can'ſt thou not form a oueſs ? | 
Alonzo, What clue have I to guide my conjectures? 
Hluiru. Where has humanity erected a nobler 
ſhrine than in the heart of woman © Who dare venture 
to defy even tyrants ſo boldly as a ,in 
Alonzo. You aſtoniſh me! Is it a worhan * that I 


now addreſs? Haply, Dona Elvira? 


Elvira. Your principal concern, it ſhould ſcem, 
is to know my name. Yes, I am Elvira. 

Alonzo, What can this viſit mean, at ſuch an hour? 

Elvira. Thoſe who haſtendto relieve the oppreſſed, 


take no account of hours. 


Alonzo, But with me the preſen! hour | is the laft. 
Elvira. I tell thee it is not! 
Alando. Pizarrro has ſworn my death. 
Elvira. And I have ſworn to preſerve thy life. 
Alonzo. Your kind intentions claim my warmeſt 


| thanks, but J have learnt to die. 


. vira. Why mult death and dying be the burthen 
of every ſentence? Art thou one of thoſe rare ſuper- 
natural. beings, who quietly ſeat themſelves on the 


brink of the grave, to feaſt their eyes with a ſight of 


the horrible abyſs that yawns beneath them? 
Aonzo. I bear with fortitude what I cannot avoid, 
 Emira, Is it thy wiſh to die? 
Aonzo. I ſhould deceive both you and myſelf if 1 


anſwered 1 in the affirmative. 


I wura. 7 then, without delay. 
A uno. Fly! you jeſt. 


* We have 1 to remind the Reader, that Elvira is dreſt 
in man's apparel on the German Stage, This accounts for 


Alonzꝰ s aſtoniſhment, 


Elvira. 
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Elvira. Were I diſpoſed for jeſting, it muſt be 
acknowledged I have choſen a moſt unſeaſonable time 
for indulging that propenſity. 

Alonzo. But theſe fetters! my guards! 

Elvira. To looſen fetters and elude the vigilance 


of guards is mere paſtime to the Omnipotence of Love! 


Alanzo. Of love! 5 

Elvira. Give it what denomination you pleaſe. I 
never was at the pains of culling fine words to expreſs 
my feelings. In chains I ſaw you brought before 
Pizarro; 1 heard you utter ſentiments worthy of an 
ancient Roman. In that moment the fetters dropt 
from your hands, and entwined themſelves around m 
heart; I felt an impulſe to ſave you. Reſolve and deed 
are with me divided by no cold interval of delibera- 
tion, I felt ;—and, as I felt, I ated. | 

| Alonzo. You mean, then, to deliver me? 2: & 


Elvira. I will be your deliverer z you ſhall be mine. 


Lou ſhall extricate me from this whirlpool, which ab- 


ſorbs, in its ſanguinary vortex, every virtuous emotion; 
every honeſt ſtruggle for fame. You ſhall arreſt my 


devious career; ſnatch me from the courſe where ava- 


rice blights the laurels of glory. Elvira is not a woman 


of common mould. My love is the offspring of ambi- 


tion. Tis not of that domeſtic caſt which can be ſatis- 


fied with recounting A to my children at the 
ſpinning-wheel. No! my lips muſt overflow with the 
exploits of my hero: —“ Behold, my children, that 


« marble pillar! In honor of your father was it erected! 


« Hear the ſhouts of acclamation which rend the ſłky! 


© They reſound in praiſe of your father! Stretch forth 


« your little hands in token of amity to the reconciled 
« enemy! | Your father ſubdued him by valour and 
« magnanimity *!” Oh! happy the woman who can 
thus deſcribe her lover! Happy the woniam who can 
en boaſt :—*©< My pallion i is not the common weak - 


1 


Mr. Lr wis has rendered this age with uncommon ani- 
mation: Twice have tue foe den conquered ; firſt by the 

« valour of your fathef's arm, then by the generoſity of your 
father's heart.” There is an inimitable degree of delicacy in 
theſe lines, which the writer of theſe remarks is as little capable 
of doing juſtice to in commending, as he is competent to im- 
prove upon them, 


neſs 


10. 
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neſs of our ſex!” Alonzo, if with theſe ſentiments 
I am not unpleaſing to you; if, on correſponding prin- 
ciples, you will make me forget my misfortune in being 
born a woman, pledge me your hand; I will be your 
preſerver. 

Awonuo; If rightly, fair lady, I comprehend your 
meaning; you reckon on a proof of gratitude which it 
is not in Alonzo's power to beſtow. —I am married. 

Elvira. Yes, but to a Heathen. 


dionzo. The tie is equally, ſacred in the ſight of 


Heaven. Cora is my wife; and love ſanctifies the 


bonds of wedlock under every climate. 


Elvira.” Does thy Cora return thy affection with 
an equal paſſion: | 


Alonzo. Aſk you, whether ſhe return it with a 


paſſion only equal? Donna Elvira muſt, aſſuredly, better 
underitand the character of her own ſex: ;—matchleſs 


alike in their love and in their hate. 


Etvira: And yet this tender wife 4s would make 


a widow ? 


Aon uo. Both her deſtiny and mine are at the dif poſal 


; of Heaven. 
Elvira. Such is the anſwer of every man who has 


not the ſpirit to act. Have you any children? 


. 


Alonzo, I have one ſon; the 5 of the pureſt, 


the tendereſt affection.  _ 


Elvira. And this 65 you would makes an orphan? 
Anz, Alas! my Fernando! 


Elvira. Befits it the hero to waſte the time in fruit- 


leſs bewailing, which ought to be devoted to man] 


action? Liſten to me: — If you be, indeed, all and 


every thing to your Cora's heart; if ſhe eſteem no price 


too dear for the ranſom of her huſband's life; ſhe will 


cheerſully ſacrifice her claims upon you, and reſign 
her preſerved Alonzo to the arms of his preſerver. 
Aionzo. And even to that ſacrifice would ſhe con- 


Lui ra. What objection they remains? 
Alonzo. Never will Alonzo conſent to accept of life 


on ſuch terms. But a few ſhort hours, and death will 


reſtrain her tears, whillt ſhe beheld me in your arms ;— 
I ſhould 


looſen my chains ;—a lingering decay, a protracted. 
death would alone terminate her ſorrows. She would 
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I ſhould vent my grief aloud*® upon your boſom. Lovers 
can ſacrifice every thing to their paſſion, except that 
paſſion itſelf ;—they can diſpenſe with every thing but 
love. To my Cora, I am all. She is tome more than 
my life. It was to poſſeſs ourſelves of treaſures, that 
we invaded this country. I have found the molt ineſti- 
mable of all treaſures—a virtuous wife; and ſhall I 
fling this treaſure from me; to prolong a wretched 
| exiſtence, which, deprived of her, is of no value? —Ah! 
Cora, in thy arms I have taſted true felicity;—from thy 

arms ſhall nothing but death divorce me. Leave me, L 


beſeech you, lady; if you know no other means to ſave 


me. Fare you well; I thank you for your kind intention. 

Elvira. I honovr theſe ſentiments; and let me che- 
riſh the flattering idea, that I might have merited your 
love, had your heart been free. Almoſt could I envy 
your Cora's happineſs. But away with that ungenerous 


ſenſation let me haſten to efface it by a diſintereſted 


action. Here me, Alonzo: take this dagger and follow 
me in ſilence. I will conduct you to Pizarro's tent, 
where you ſhall plunge it-in the haughty tyrant's heart. 
Then, whilſt terror expands its raven wings over the 
whole army, in the moment of general diſorder, when 
the firſt cry of murder reſounds from tent to tent, and 
the camp preſents one ſcene of uproar and confuſion, — 


we willavail ourſelves of the opportunity, and eſcape to 
the Peruvians. Then ſhall your Cora bedew m7 cheeks 


with her tears of joy; then will J liſten to the ſoft prat- 


tle of thy child, and bury my all ambitious projects 


in oblivion. This way, Alonzo; follow me. 
Alonzo, Shall I murder Pizarro in his ſleep? 
Elvira. Is he not thy bittereſt enemy? 


| Alonzo, I would ſpare even the common enemy of 


mankind, it I found bing aſleep. 

Elvira. I hate this Pizarro, becauſe he has proved 
falſe to me; and I deſpiſe him, becauſe he can trample 
on a fallen enemy. Groeroley ought only to be ex- 
tended to the generous : a villain ſhould be dealt with, 
even as he deals with others. Rid the groaning earth of 


a monſter, which the old world has diſgorged, to deſo- 


The beautiful a 5 in this i image of the filent grief of 


Cora, and the loud ſorrows of Alingo is - ey loſt in Miſs 
Pr u. MTRE's elegant tranſlation, 


J. | late 


* 
* ra nn. * F 1 — 
* — -— De... —— — —— 


„ 


3 — hh OE 
— "Ss, - : 


—_—  — — —ů — — egy 


mery, which winds up the Fifth Act. 


„ EE, et as es —— — — — * 


82 THE SPANIARDS IN PERU; OR 


late the new. With grateful acclamations will thy adopt- 
ed country welcome thy return, and honourable repoſe 
in the boſom of thy family will be thy reward. Quick, 
Alonzo; determine! | 

Alonzo. I am determined. 

Elvira. Then follow me. | „ 

Alonzo. Pardon me. You muſt ſeek ſome other in- 


ſtrument to accompliſh your revenge. There was a 


time when this Pizarro loved me; when he ſhared with 
me every honourable peril in the field; every luxury at 
his table. A thouſand times have I flept tranquil by 
his fide ; and this man you now call upon me to murder 
in his ſleep. Fo | = 
Elvira. Has he not torn aſunder every tie which for- 
merly united you ? | 3 
Alonso. Every tie, indeed, but that of gratitude. 
Elvira. Raſh enthuſiaſt! I take my leave. Solitude 
will arouze thy fleeping reaſon, and the dread of death 


bring thee to ſober reflection. Meanwhile, let me in- 
form you, that Pizarro has refuſed a large ranſom for 
your life. There remains no other chance of deliver- 
ance for thee, but that which I now propoſe. 


Alonzo. Then I ſhall know how to die. 
 Etvira. Already ſec the firit bluſh of morning reddens 


in the Eaſt ; it announces thy approaching death. The 
moments fly ſwiftly ; but a very few are thine. Re- 


member, Alonzo, opportunity once loſt never returns. 


I leave thee time to reflect. In a quarter of an hour I 


ſhall return, and learn thy final determination.“ | £xir. 


S8cENE V.—ALonzo alone.) 
Spare thyſelf the fruitleſs viſit. Tis in vain to urge 


me. Death is a bitter medicine, but vice a ſweet 


poiſon. To Heaven's protecting care I commend 


my wife. To Heaven and Rolla! May ſhe fly into 


the mountains, where innocence and peace have fixed 


their abode! May my wretched child never learn the 


It will (carcely, we believe, be denied by any reader, who 
has witneſſed the repreſentation of PIZ ARRO, that this ſcene 
contains many exquiſite touches, which (whatever occaſion there 
may be tor reducing the length of the piece,) have a far ſuperior 
claim to the honour of performance, that the diſgraceful mum- 


origin 
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origin from which he ſprings : never learn that a Spa- 
niard was his father! Thou greatful Jehovah! or Sun!“ 
By what name I addreſs Thee, matters little. Preſerve 
in health and purity of morals, the dear friends I 
leave behind me, all elſe is vanity * (looking upwards.) 
Already do the faint gleams of morning begin to illu- 
mine the grey ſummits of the mountains. But one 
ſhort hour is mine. I will court the gentle influence of 
| ſleep; and endeavour to defraud the dread of death of 
his wonted tribute. Do thou, my pure conſcience, 
wink repoſe to thy friend. My ſtrength is exhauſted. 
Wearineſs cloſes my eye-lids. Come, gentle ſleep, and 


Prepare thy votary for an eee with thy younger 
brother. is Sleeps ). 


SCENE VI.—Rorra, Sentinel. (The Sentinel walks 
to and fro before ALONZO'S Tent. After a Pauſe, he 


cries.) 


Who goes there? Anſwer ; who's there? 
Rolla. (behind the ſcenes.) A prieſt. 
Soldier. What, reverend father, is your buſineſs ? 


Rolla. (diſeuiſed as a monk.) Tell we, friend, where 
is the Spaniſh priſoner, Alonzo? 

Soldier. In this tent, - 

Rolla. Let me ſec him: | 

Soldier. Keep back, I dare not admit you. 

Rolla. Alonzo is my friend. 


Soldier. And were he your brother you cannot ſee 
him 


R2lla. What i is his ſentence ? 
Soldier. He dies at ſun riſe. 

Rolla. Ha! then am TI juſt in time. 
Soldier. To witnefs his death. 

R:illa. J muſt converſe with him. 
Soldier. Keep back. 

Nolla. Is he alone? 

Soldier. He is. | 

Rolla. I entreat you to admit me. 


However juſt his ſentiment may he in itſelf, at leaſt accord- 
ing to the enlightened philoſophy of the preſent day, it certainly 
is very inconſiſtent with the character « ot a Spaniard in the ſix- 
teenth century, | 


1 2 Soldier. 
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Soldier. Tis in vain, my orders are ſtrict. 
 Kolla. (producing the diamond ſun, preſented 4% him 
by Ataaliba after the battle.) Behold theſe precious 


gems! ! 

13 Soldier. What do you mean to do wich them? 

0 Kolla. They are yours, if you will but admit me. 
8 Soldier. Would you bribe me? me, an old Caſtilian ? 
* | Rolla. Take them, and perform a benevolenta ction. 
1 | . Soldier, Away with them, I know my duty. 


Soldier. IJ have. 
Rolla. And has ſhe brought thee children? 
Soldier. She has. Four lads, 
1 Rolla. Where did you leave them? 
| | Soldier. (in a milder tone.) At home, in my native 
' 


i} 2 Rolla. Soldier, haſt thou a wife? 
| 
: 


country, | 51 | | 
Rolla. Are thy wife and children dear to thee ? 
* = Solder. (greatly moved.) Dear to me! Good Heavens! 
Is that a queſtion to a parent? e 5 
EKolla. Suppoſe it ſhould be your fate to periſh in 
this foreign land? . e 
Holdier. Then would ſome of my comrades carry my 
laſt farewell and bleſſing to my family. 


< . 


UE KNolla. And ſhould any one have the cruelty to deny 
| thy comrade acceſs to them? 7 | 
1 Soldier. How mean you? 1 

| Rolla. Alonzo has, like thee, a wife and child. That 


3 e mourning wife has ſent me hither to receive her huſ— 
q bands's farewell and blefling. | 

KB Soldier. Goin! 7 

| wy 1 XRolla. Oh, holy Nature! thou never yet wert to“ thy- 


F114 * Mr. LEWIS has moſt woefully perverted bis author in this 
| | E. „Oh! Holy Nature, (he writes.) thou never haſt 
failed me yet!” e . 
Mz. SzrRIDaN has diſplayed inimitable addreſs in the 
manner in which he has managed this ſcene. He places a beau- 
tiful ſpeech in Rolla's mouth, and at the fame time obviates the 
objection which might otherwiſe be made to the introduction of 
a long harrangue on ſuch an occaſion, by making Rolla himfelf 
ſatisfactorily account for it, by obſerving, that he is apprehen- 
| five of awaking Alonxo, till the ſhutting of the outer gate of the 
dungeon convinces him that the ſentinel is out of hearing, and 
that he runs no riſque of detection from the ſurpriſe, which this | 
ſudden and unexpected interview muſt naturally excite in 


Alonzo, 
ſelf 
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ſelf untrue. Alonzo, where art thou? Ha! there he 
lies in peaceful ſlumber. ( ſhakes him.) Alonzo, awake! 
Alonzo. (flarting from ſleep.) Comeſt thou to ſummon 


me to my death ! (Follects himſelf.) Lead on, I am pre- 
pared. 


Rolla. Arouſe thyſelf, Alonzo | 

Alonzo. Whoſc voice is this I hear? 

Rolla. Tis Rolla calls! 1 

Alonzo. (ruſh: ing into his arms.) Rolla! am! awake? 
Is it not a dream? Can it be? Speak, how didlt thou 
procure admittance ? 

Rilla. This is no time for words. ; throws off the 
Monk's habit.) J borrowed this diſguiſe from the corple 
of a prieſt that fell in battle yelterday,* Put it on, 
Alonzo, and fly without delay. 

Alonxo. And what will become of you? 

Rolla. I ſhall remain here in your ſtead. 

Alinzs. To that will Alonzo never conſent. 
 Kealla. No idle declamation, I comune you, Dif- 
guiſe yourſelf and fly. | Te 

Alonzo. And leave you to ſuffer in my ſtead? No, 
rather would I dic a two-fold death, were that poſſible. 

Rolla. Who ſays that I ſhall die? Alonzo, not Rolla, 
is the object of Pizarro's deadly hate. 1 ſhall only ſuffer 
a ſhort impriſonment, from which your arm Will + ann 
dily releaſe me. 

Alonzxo. Ah!] little doſt thou know the fell rancour of 
Pizarro's ſoul. You ſnatch from his fangs his devoted 
prey ; the tyrant will rage with redoubled fury, and la- 
crifice you to his revenge. 

Rzlla. Not fo, a large ranſom will procure my liberty ! 

Alanzo. His luſt ot blood is even more infuriatè than 
his avarice. 

Rolla, And were I even to periſ, what would be 
the loſs? I am a ſolitary being in the world, a blighted 


P 3 EBUE , by one of thoſe pardonable inadvertencies to 
which all writers, not excepting even Homer himſelf; © Yuando 
que bonus dormitat Himerus !'! are more or lels ſakje &, ſeems 
to have forgotten that a night has intery ened between the battle 
and Rella's interview with Alonzo. Accordingly he makes. 
Rolla fay, that he has borrowed the diſguiſe, 1 in which he appear, 
of a prieſt © who fell in battle 29-day ;”* and his vetrron trant- | 
lator has tranſlated this blunder with fingular fidelity. 
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plantain, ſtanding alone amidſt the defert. Nothing 


Ceks or lives beneath my ſhetter. Let the trunk be 
cut down. who will mifs it? It will be well, if an ho- 
neſt couple can warm themſelves at the fire it feeds. 
Thou, Alonzo, on the contrary, art a huſhand and a 


father. On thy life depend the happineſs or miſery of 
an amiable wiſe, the happineſs or miſery of a ſweet in- 
nocent child. Quick then! depart! take this difguiſe 


and fly. 
| Alonzo, Wouldſt thou make me the cowardly aſſaſſin 


of my friend? Wonldſt thou fave my life to embitter it 


with inceſſant tortures? | 
Rolla. Only in Cora's arms ſhall you remember 


Rolla. His tate will be but a tear in your cup of happi- 


xeſs. I have lived to no purpoſe in the world. Envy me 


then, not the conſoling reflection that 1 ſhall not die in 
n 


Alonzo. Can Rolla thus torture his friend? thus 


embitter the hour of death! 


| Rolla. Alas! it is not in my power to fwieten N 
cannot bring you even the melancholy ſatisfaction of a 


farewell from your wife. She ſcarcely retains her 
ſenfes; the has loſt all recollection, and rem pars from 


one ſwoon into another. | 
anz. Oh! my wretched Cora! . 
 KRilia. If you do not haſten to her immediately, t 
ſhall be under apprehenſions for her life. 
Henze. (terrified.) For her life? 
K alla. Yes, for her life; if you die, ſhe dies alſo; 
and your wreiened child will be an orphan. 
4l;nzo. Rolla will be a father to Fernando. 
Kolla. Hope not that. Think'ſt thou, Rolla could 


1 


| reotve Cora's death ? 


_ Alonzo. Juſt Heaven! grant me ſtrength to ſupport 


2 this deſperate ſtruggle? 


Rilla. And what advantage will you reap from your 
obſtinacy ? You refuſe to make your eſcape. Well, 


de it ſo, but reſt aſſured neither will 1 cfcape ; but will 
remain here, No power on earth ſhall tear me from 


you. You ſhall have the pleafure of ſeeing Rolla perith 


by your fide. Then will Cora be left totally unpro- 
tected. | 


Alonzo. Rolla! you drive me to distraction. 
Kolla. 
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Rela. If you perſiſt in your refuſal, all will be lo. 
If, on the contrary, you fly, there is yet a'chance of 
deliverance for me. Pizarro will not put me to death 
immediately. I will flatter him with the hope of 
important diſcoveries; thus I ſhall gain time; you, 
meanwhile will haſten to the camp, collect together 
the fl wer of our troops; fall upon the enemy the next 
night like a tempeſt, and bear off your friend in 
triumph. Make haſte, Alonzo. Already does day 
begin to dawn. Delay not. Fly to the arms of 
Cora, fave her life; then return and reſcue mine. 

Alonzo. Rolla, I fear you urge me to a baſe action. 

Relia. Did Rolla ever counſel diſhonour to his friend? 
(ve diſguiſes Alonzo in the Monk's habit.) Wrap your- 
ſelf up, hold yo, r chains fait, that they may not rattle*, 
and muffle up your face. So, that will do! Now go, 
and heaven be your guide. (with emotion.) Greet Cora, 
in my name! and teli her ſhe has wronged me. 

Alinzs, (falling on his neck.) Oh! my incomparable 
friend! I cannot find words to thank you. 

_ Rolla, Do I not feel thy warm tears -bedew my 
cheek? Go,—lI am more than repaid. 

Alinzo. In a few hours I will return, and either 
accomplith your deliverance, or periſh with you. Ext. 


SCENF VI.—RoLLAa alone. 


He is gone! for the firſt time in my life have I ever 
practiled deceit towards man. Forgive me, thou God 
of truth !—Alonzo flatters himſelf with the hopes of 
{ccing me again; yes, haply, in another world—1n 


| * 
That a priſoner Iadν with fetters ſhould be able to elude 
the igilance of the ſentinels at the different poſts, and to make 
his eſcape unnoticed through an euemy's camp, is at the beſt but 
a very improbable ſtory; and the manner in which this eſcape is 
managed at Drury Lane, ſeems to be a very happy burleſque 
upon the abſurdity of ſuch a fiction, Alonae no ſooner receives 
R2lla's caution to be particularly careful not to excite alarm, than 
he talks off, ringing his chains like a bell- weather, a town-cner, 
a duſtman, or a muffin-ſeller. As a number of firange incidents 
| have been introduced in this drama without any ſpecific purpoſe, 
why not add one more to the lump, and bring in Ra with a 
fe and a hand- ſaw? 3 
the 


fled? 
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the world above, where Cora will love me! Intereſted 
man that I am! confeſs thou dieſt, that when Cora 
too aſcends to our common father: her firſt queſtion 


may be: Where is — But bark! who comes that 
Way? 


SCENE VIII. —ROLLA, ELVIRA. 
Elvira. Well, Alonzo, have you thought better of 


my propoſals? / Perceiving Rolla.) Ha! how is this? 
Who art thou? Where is Alonzo ? | 


Rolla. Which of your queſtions ſhall I anfwer 
6 

Elvira. Where is Alonzo? 

Rolla. He has eſcaped. * 

Elvira. E ſcaped! 

Rolla. Even ſo— 

Elvira. Ha! then he muſt be purſued. ( {Rong 


to go.) 


Rolla, (prevents her.) Hold! l you {tir not. 
Elvira. Inſolent man! I will call the guard. 
Rolla. Act as you pleaſe, 0 that Alonzo does but 


gain time. 


Elvira, ( again attempting to 90.) Dare not to touch 


me. 


Rolla. By Heavens! you ſtir not. {He ſeizes her in 


his arms.) 


Elvira, (drawing a dagger.) Releaſe me, or I ſtrike. 

Rolla. Strike then; but even falling, even in the 
agonies of death, ſhall my clenched hand hold thee. : 
Elvira. Indecd! think'ſt thou fo nobly? It were 
worth the while to become better acquainted with you. 


| Releaſe your hold; I promiſe you to remain. 


Rolla, ( releaſing her-) Now 1s my purpoſe anſwered, 


By this time he is in lafety. 


Elvira. And was it by vour afliftance that Alonzo 


Rolla. It was. 

Elvira. And-you dare to acknowledge it. 

Ralla. Why thould I not dare? 
Elvira. Are you Prepared to lutter death in his 


| lead? 


Rolla. I am. 
Elvira. You are a very uncommon friend! 
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Rolla. Yet was not friendſhip my motive. 
Elvira. What then? 


Rolla. To thee that is of little moment. 


Elunra. I perceive you are ſparing of your words. 


Rolla. My province is rather to act, as you may 
alrcady have perceived. 


Livira. Who, and what art thou? 
Nolla. My name is Rolla. 

Elvira. The Peruvian General ? 
Rolla. I was fo er 


Elvira. 1s it poſſible! Roll a in our power ! 
Rilla. Even lo. 


{lvira. Perhaps you have been treated with neg- 
lect ? Is it revenge that brings you to us? 


R:illa. How am I to underitand you? 

Elvira. Haply thy Sovereign has not rewarded thee 
to the full extent of thy deſerts ? 

Rolla. Far beyond them. 


Elvira. And yet thou art here Not prompted by 
revenge? Not by friendſhip? And yet here:? 

Rilia. And yet here. | 

Elvira. Then do I know but one paſſion, which 


could impel thee to this deſperate ſtep. 
Rolla. Name it. 


Elvira. Love. 

Rolla. Thou haſt conjectured right. 
Elvira. You acknowledge then that you love ? Who 
is the objet of your paſſion ? 

Killa. To you that can be of no Importance. 
£Elvira. And by this ſtep you 0 
Nolla. I hope nothing. Rn, 
Llvira. Now do I fully comprehend. you. The 


object of your love is dead; deſpair and wearineſs of 
life have brought you hither. 


Rolla. Aſſign whatever motive you pleaſe. 
: Beurds 1 pit vou. 
Killa. I thank you. 


Elvira, Is the loſs you have ſuſtained irreparable? 
Rolla. Irreparable. 


Elvira. And can you at theſe early years be willing 


to renounce the world, and the enjoyment of your 
fame. | 


Rolla. Fame 3 is the excluſive gift of poſterity. 
M Elvira. 
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Elvira. But, ſuppoſing you had an opportunity of 
rendering eſſential ſervice to your country? 
Rolla. That 1 ſhall do, unleſs put to death by your 
countrymen. 
Elvira. In what manner? 
Rolla. By fighting againſt you. 
Elvira. You dare to lay that to my face ? 
Rolla. *Tis pity you are not Pizarro. 
Elvira. Why lo? 
Rolla. Then had I ſaid it to Pizarro's facc. 
Elvira. You are a man after my own heart. 
| Rolla. Then reſemble me, if thou can't. 
Elvira. I reſemble thee? I, a weak woman? 
Rolla. You a woman? 
Elvira. You leem aſtoniſhed. 


Rolla. No. 
Elvira. Right! a hero ought to be aſtoniſhe at 
nothing. 


Rolla. And leaſt of all at a woman. 

Elvira, Not even if ſhe were to ſhow herſelf ca- 

pable of a great and daring action? ; 
Rolla. Not even then. 

 filiira. You honour the ſex? | 

| Rolla. You are better and worſe than ours. 
 f£lyira. Should I reſtore to Peru her General, and 

with her General peace, in that caſe Rolla, no doubt, 

would rank me among the better claſs of temalcs ? 25 

Rolla. Perhaps I mg. 

filvira. Only perhaps ? 

Rolla. Tis $6 ſufficient to know the action, the 
motive likewiſe mult be inveſtigated. | 

Elvira, Proud man! tell me how I may deſerve 
| your friendſhip? 

Rolla. By reciprocal friendſhip. 
__ Ewira. Well, then, I will make the experiment. 
The morning ſcarcely begins to dawn ; the opportunity 
ſtill remains. Take this dagger, and follow me. 

| Rolla, Whither? And for what purpoſe? 

Elvira. I will conduct you to fell Pizarro's tent. 
You ſhall plunge this dagger in his heart; we will 
then make our eſcape ; your country Will be ſaved, and 
yourſelf at liberty. 


Rolla. How has Eine offended you? 


Elvira. 
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Evira. His glory and my love were co-exiſtent: 

they both expired together. 

Kolla. You once loved him? 

E vira. I perſuaded myſelf ſo, when I heard him 

ſpoken of with praiſe and admiration. 

Kolla. And you now wiſh me to murder him in his 

ſleep? . 7 85 

Eimira. Was it not his intention to murder Alonzo 
in chains? We but pay Pizarro in his own coin. He 

me ſleeps, and he that's bound, are equally defence- 
leſs 

Rilla. Give me the F FIERY 

Elvira. Take it. 

Rolla. Lead the way. 

Elvira, But, firſt, you muſt diſpatch the ſoldier 
who keeps guard before the tent. 

Rolla. Is there an ablolute neceſſity for that? 

E'vira. Moſt certainly; or elſe he will give the 
alarm. 
Keolla. Then take back your dagger. 

Hlvira. Why fo! 

Rolla. That ſoldier, mark me, is a man. 

Livira. Of courſe. 

Rolla. All are not men that wear the human form. 
f.vira, How mean you? 

Rolla. This ſentinel refuſed my proffer'd gifts. 
His own feelings bribed him, not his avarice. For a 
_ nation's ſafety, I would not harm that man. 

Hivira. Well, then, we'll endeavour to deceive 
him. Put u p your dagger. What! ho! there, ſen- 
tinel. Ro „„ 
SCENE IX. unter SOLDIER. 

S$2/dier. What is your pleaſure? 

Fi ira. Where's your priſoner ? 

Soldier. Where ſhould he be but here? {He diſcovers 
Kala.) How is this? { Surveys the place.) Good Hca- 
ven! Alonzo has eſcaped. 

l vira. You are a loſt man. 

+: Golders (To Rolla.) You have impoſed upon me. 
My life muſt pay the forfeit. Alas! my poor wife 
alas! my poor children! 

Rolla. Make yourſelf eaſy. Pizarro is no loſer 
by the exchange. I pledge my word: for your ſafety. 

N . Eluira. 
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Elvira. The ſame do I. But we muſt inſtantly 
acquaint the General with the accident I am con- 
ducting this man to him; accompany us. 

Soldier. He will order me to be put to death upon 
the ſpot. 

E.uira. I will guarantee your pardon. 

Ro. And I promiſe the ſame. 

$2.dier. Dear lady, take pity on me for the fake of 
my poor children. 

Elvira. Only come along : not a hair of your head 
ſhall be hurt, I promiſe you.— Well, Rolla, are you 
reiolute ? | 

Kolig. I follow you. 

Elvira. 0 the tyrant's angel of death go helore 
Us. 


SCENE X.—P1izzaro's Tent. 


Pizarro alone: his flumbers are ſhort and difurbd; be 
OO toffes about an his couch, and utters the + l;wing detac hed 
Sentences i in his ſleep. 
Blood! Blood No mercy !—Rev enge! Revenge! 
ö Cut him down. — Right — There lies his headleſs 
trunk! Hal ha! ha! the flaxen ringlets are dyed with 
gore! 
| SCENE XI. 3 and Rolla enter cautinuſly. 

Elvira. There lies the tyrant:— Quick, diſpatch. 

Rolla. Leave me, I would be alone with him. 
Elvira. Why ſo? 

Rolla. 1 cannot murder in the preſence of a wo- 
| man. | | 
Elvira. But 
Rilla. Leave me, or 1 Will awake him. 

Elvira. Call me, when the deed is done. 

Rilla. Wait without. 

Elvira. Diſpatch thy purpoſe, cre he wake. 4 vil. 


SscENE XII. —Forra, Piz ARO ſleeping. 


Rolla, (advancing towards Pizarrs's conch, with folded 
arms, and contemplating him awhile in ſilence.) This 
then is the cruel diſturber of our peace ;—this the 
robber, whom the offended Gods have ſent as a {courge 

upon us? And lo, he Meeps. Is it poſſible this man 
can lcep? 


Pizarro. 
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Pizarro, (in his ſleep.) Leave! leave me! hideous 
Phantoms] Oh! oh! oh!— | 

Rolla. I was miſtaken, —he can nt ſleep. Con- 
template this ſcene, ye mighty villains of power !— 
Such are the flumbers of guilt. 

Pizarro,“ (Marling op with terror.) Who's there, 

within! —my guards! „„ 

RNolla, (drawing his dagger.) Not another word, or 
this ſhall command thy ſilence. e 

Pizarro. Treaſon! 


Rolla. As you value your life, ſpeak ſoftly. 
Piarro. Who art thou? 


Rola. A Peruvian, as thou ſee'it, and my name is 
Rolla. Thy life is in my power. Twill be in vain 


to call for help: my arm will anticipate your guards, 
Pizarro. What would'ſt thou here:? 


Rolla. Not thy death; elſe had I diſpatched thee in 


thy ſleep. I forbore to take thy lite ; ; let that quiet 
thy apprehenſions. 


Pearro. Speak then, what 1s thy ourpoſe? 


N Mr. SRI DA x has greatly improv ed upon this ſcene, and 
heightened the magnanimity of R charatier, by making 
kim ſpurn at the idea of aſſaſſination. On the boards of 
- Drury-lane, Ralla himſelf rouſes Pizarro, and awakes him to 
a ſenſe of his danger. "The German dramatiſt, on the other 
hand, leaves it a matter of doubt, whether acc/4-n! or generoſity, 
on the part of Rolla, prevented that chiet from murde ring i- 
⁊arro in his ſleep. 
It is impoſſible to conceive more noble and digniſie d ſenti- 
ments, than Mr. ShrRKI DAN has on this occaſion put into the 
mouth of Nla. After that chief ronſes Pixarrs from his 
l-ep, and the latter is fully ſenſible that his Iif+- is in his ene- 
mies power, Ka expoſtulates With him on his un, rovoked 
craelties towards the Peruvians, and concludes his remon?rance 
with throwing his dagger at P:zarrs's feet, © Now ſhalt thou 
feel, (he ſavs) and if thou haſt a heart, thou'lt feel it deeply, 
a Peruvian's vengeance.“ Pizarro, with the natural emotions of 
aſtoniſhment, which ſuch generous conduct on the part of an 
enemy cannot fail to produce even in the moſt hardeiled bre aft, 
exclaims: „can a Peruvian act thus?!“ To which Rolla makes 
tkis memorable reply: « I thought forgrvencts of 1 injuries had 
| been the Chriſtian's precept —thou ſee” "| at leaſt "tis tlie Peru- 
VI jan's practice!“ 


: SCENE 


4 
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SCENE XIII.—Re-enier EILVIRA. 


Elvira, (harſh'y.) Is the decd done ? - Ha! what do 
1 behold! (72 Ra//a.) Miſcreant! traitor ! 

Rolla. Rolla is no aſſaſſin. | | i 

Pizarro. And who then is one? (Fixes his eye on 
Elvira.) Can'ſt thou be one ;—thou baſe and trea- 
cherous woman! 5 

Elvira. Were I indeed the character you repreſent, 
E ſhould never have formed a deſign upon your life. 
Twas not vengeance, 'twas not jealouſy that prompted 
the blow, ”I'was the cauſe of outraged humanity which 
unſheathed my dagger. TP'was againſt the raviſher of 
crowns, againſt the oppreſfor of an innocent people, I 
pointed it. Twas to reſtore to Peru that peace which 
thou haſt invaded, that I refolved upon thy death. 
Rola. Had the deed been as noble as the motive, 
| how ſhould I have admired thee. „„ 

Elvira. The deed is noble, nobler than any I ever 
yet performed*. Why did not my own hands execute 
it? Why did I entruſt it to thee? Thy humanity, 
Rolla, is here unſeaſonable : the murder I meditated 
had been an act of greater mercy than your ill-timed 
clemeneĩy, | . | 

Pizarro. Peace, frantic woman! the mercy thou 
did'ſt deſign to ſhow to me ſhall now be thine ! What! 
ho! guards! (ner Soldiers.) Seize that woman, the 
has attempted to murder your General. Caſt her into 
the deepeclt dungeon, —invent new tortures for her. 


* Tt is curious to obſerve what difficulties ſome people find in 
the moſt ſimple and trivial caſes, and how widely at times they 
miſs the mark, when it ſhould ſeem no ſmall ingenuity was re- 
quilite even to err. Mr. Lewis and Miſs PLUMTRE, in their 
_ tranſlations of this paſſage, have apparently been at no ſmall 

pains to pervert the palpable ſenſe of the author. Mr. Lewis 
writes: „It was noble, but the woman's weakneſs marred 1t.”” 
Miſs Pluntke, with her accuſtomed elegance, ſubſtitutes a 
fine ſpeech of har own tor the plain language of Kor TUHH. 
« The deed was noble, as the only means of attaining the nobleſt 
object to which my heart ever aſpired,” Fe/eran tranſlators may 
allow themſelves liberties, which would ill become a novice in 
the trade. | 
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Elvira. Thou remaineſt Pizarro ſtill, and I, H- 
vira: Death to me is now a welcome gueſt, ſince 
project has miſcarried. Vet firlt, Pizarro, ſhalt tos 
hear me. Yes, I confeſs I had mercifully reſolved to 
diſpatch thee without torments, but thy fate has other- 
wile decreed. Thou art deſtined to die a lingering 
death, tortured hourly, tortured by unavailing remorſe 
and the pangs of a guilty conſcience, Proceed un- 
checked in +hy ſanguinary career: add my murder to the 
catalogue, thou murderer of nations! Can'ſt thou ſtill 
recollect the falſe vows with which thy ſmooth deceit- 
ful tongue beguiled me of my innocence and happineſs? 
Vibrate not till in thy ears the dying accents of m 
aged mother, imprecating curſes on the ſeducer of her 
child? Vibrate not ſill in thy ears the laſt convulſive 
groans of my [laughtered brother, who perithed by thy 
murdering ſword in attempting to revenge his ſiſter's 
wrongs? Come on, infuriate bloodhound! Follow me 
ſooner or later into the dark abyſs. Ready is the muſic 
for thy welcome z—a mother's dying curſe !—a bro- 
ther's laſt convullive groans!—and the ſhrieks of 
 flaughtered thouſands, imprecating vengeance 0a their 
murderer | — 

Pizarro, (io his guard, ſtriving ts ſuppreſs his agitation. 

Will none of you execute my commands? 
[ hira. Rolla, thou haſt deceived me; but thou haſt 
my pardon. Let me not carry thy contempt with me 
into the grave. I onec was virtuous, once Was inno- 
cent, and a ſtranger to guile. Ah! didſt thou, Rolla, 
but know the vile arts by which this hypocrite ſeduced 
my honour ; the ſophiſtry, which he employed to under- 
mine my principle 'S, till by gradual deſcent he led me 
into the very abyſs of guilt. Oh, Rolla, did'ſt thou 
know all this, thou would'{t a! Turedly pity me. 

Roa. From my foul I do pity thee. 

Eura. Ah! that is a cooling drop to aſſuage the 
fierce flames of an accuſing conſcience ! Rolla, fare- 
well! And thou, living aſſoclate of the damned, ſin 
On, till the meaſure 4 thy guilt is fall! Sin on; we ſhall 
meet again! Yes, e fha!l meet again! The torture, 
which thou haſt in 5 for me, I deſpile. The noble 
motive, which inſpired me cxalts me aboye thy malice. 


Greatly | 


96 | THE SPANIARDS IN PERU; OR 


Greatly to /:v2 has been denied me by fate, —greatly to 
die it ſhall not hinder me.* [ Exit, with the guards. 


SCENE XIV. —PIZ ARRO, ROLLA. 


Ro/la. Worlds ſhould not tempt me to be Pizarro. 

Pizarro. But now explain the double wonder. 
Rolla in Pizarro's tent! Rolla his preſerver! 

Rolla. I came to reſcue my friend Alonzo. 

Pizarro. Then art thou come in vain: great are my 
obligations to you: demand what thou wilt in return, 

the life of that man excepted. 

Ro d. I have no need to alk his life. Alonzo is not 
now thy priſoner. 

Pizarro. How ſayeſt thou ? 

Rolla. Alonzo has eſcaped. 


Pizarro. Eſcaped ? Hell and furies! how, is that 
poſſible? 


Rolla. Why ſhould it appear impoſtible. You 
nation accounts us barbarians; but now learn, that Pe- 
ruvians know the force of friendſhip. 

Pizarro. What! haſt thou dared— 

Rolla. I have t. Diſguiſed as a prieſt, I paſſed 
through your camp, reached Alonzo's tent; e | 
the habit: he eſcaped, I remained. 

Pizarrs. You have wreſted from me my deareſt. 

rey. 
P Rolla. He is a General—my rank is equal to his : 
put me to death in his ſtead. 


Pizarro. Peruvian, you extort my admiration! 


* Here Kor ZAB UE 3 leave of EIuira, without entering 
into any furthur detail of her fate: —but Mr. SHzrI1DAN, pro- 
bably, becauſe the play was not of a /ufficient length, introduces 


her again upon the ſtage, towards the cloſe of the ex/arged Fifth 
Act, as we ſhall ſhortly have occaſion to notice. 


+ Miſs PLumTRE has communicated a large portion of ad- 
_ wentitions elegance to this ſpeech; which in the original chiefly 

recommends itſelf by its beautiful, yet energetic, conciſeneſs. 
« ] come to your camp, (ſhe w nies) diſguiſed as a monk. Be- 


meath that ſemblance of ſanity ! (how exquiſitely florid!) I 
reached Alonzo's tent without interruption. I made him 


aſſume my borrowed form, under ſhelter of which he fled, while 1 


remained in his place.“ This affords no mean ſpecimen of her 
kill! in the art of enen, 


g 1 8 Rolla. 
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Rolla. I have reaſon to bluſh that even a woman 
ſhares this admiration with me. Was it not with the 
fame deſign that Elvira viſited the captive Alonzo ? 
_ Pizarro. Did Elvira viſit him ?-- Ah! the traitreſs !--- 
When I view the matter in its true light, I have cauſe to 
thank thee for facilitating Alonzo's flight. . Had ſhe met 
with Aim inſtead of you---had ſhe r. n him lor the in- 


ſtrument of her revenge---my 1 would have been 


ere now accompliſhed. 


Rolla. Judge more liberally of my bend Alonzo, 
in my place, would have atted the very part that I have. 
Pizarro. Thou may'ſt think ſo; but I1 doubt it, and 
eſteem myſelf greatly indebted to thee. Tell me how 1 
can recompenſe this ſervice ? 
Rolla. Can Pizarro aſk that queſtion ? 
Pizarro. Thou art at liberty. 
Rolla, That of courſe. 
Pizarro. Acknowledge that thy enemy i 1s not inferior 
to thee in generoſity. 
Rolla. Thou do'ſt thy duty. 
Pizarro. Farewell !---And ſhould we meet in arms— 
| Rolla. We will fight as befits heroes. _ 
Pizarro. My fword ſhall always ſhun thee in batle. 


Rolla. Not fo, I hope; for now that I know thee 


perſonally, thou wilt be the fir object in ſearch of whom' 


my eyes will explore the field. Till then, farewell! May 


heaven amend thy heart! /goes 0 


Yet one requeſt the ſoldier who kept guard before 
Alonzo's tent* has done his duty; he is innocent of his 
priſoner's flight. Pardon him. 


Pizarro. *Tis no light requeſt, | 
Rolla. If my requeſt appear unreaſonable, I will re. 


main here, and ſuffer the puniſhment which you — 
tor him. 


ſoldier ? 


Rotla. That ſoldier is a man; and I am the author of 
bis misfortunes. 


Pizarro. Depart in peace: I promiſe to pardon him, 
Rolla. Pledge me your hand. 


Pizarro ( tendering tus hand ), Hencelorth let us be 


friends. « 
Nolla. Live peaccably among us; ſerve chy God as 


we ſerve our's: approve thyſelf the friend of virtue, and 


thou art the friend of Rolla. 
N Pizarro, 


J, but returns again ) . 


Pizarro. W hat ! would you riſk your life for a priv ate 


— 
, . — 
22 r 
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Pizarro. Agreed ! if you conſent to give up the goal of 
all my hopes---of all my exploits——the throne of Quito. 
Rolla, We have talked enough---Farewell, Spaniard } 

EF TR, Exit. 

Pizarro (after a ſhort pauſe). And I have rafferl] him 
to depart, unmoleſted? How. dangerous 1s it to liſten to 
an enthuſiaſt ! one is inſenſibly lulled into inaction. 
But I have pledged my ſolemn promiſe. My promiſe !— 
Shall I aſk my confeſſor whether engagements with a 
Heathen are binding ?—But this Heathen is a hero ; and 
heroes have but one common creed throughout the world. 
NT ; [ Exit. 
SCENE XIVX.— An open Place, not far from the 


Peruvian Camp. 
 ATAL1BA, ſeated at the foot M a tree. 


Hou ſtill and dreary is the ſcene around me! Are not 
the ſenſations which ſucceed a victory ſimilar to what a 
patient experiences on recovering from a fever? The 

recollection of paſt danger excites emotions of joy: but 
ſcarcely is there ſtrength ſufficient left to expreſs: that joy. 
Tears ſuffuſe the {mile of conqueſt and the ſong of triumph 

ſubſides into the ſoft cadence of ſighs !---Alas! victory is 

a dear purchaſe! Hiſtory records only the number of 

_ thoſe that fall; not of thoſe who are rendered miſerable. 

The winged arrow apparently pierces but one heart; but 

it too often deſtroys the happineſs of hundreds.---Ah! I 
would barter all my victories for a ſingle happy harveſt. 


SCENE XVI. 


Enter a Courtier. 


Courtier. The herald is returned, but without ſucceſs. 
Ataliba. Is Alonzo dead? „„ 

Courtier. No; he ſtill lives; but the Spaniards refuſe 
to accept a ranſom for his enlargement. | 9 treaſures, 


(hey arrogantly ſay) belong to us. In a few days we 
| ſhall be your maſters. Our right lies in our ſwords.” = 


This and the two following ſcenes are totally omitted in 
the repreſentation. We regret the ſuppreſſion of Ataliba's 
foliloquy, as it contains, without exception, ſome of the fineſt 
ſentiments in the whole drama. 8 

e . 8 Alaliba. 
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Alaliba. Ha! not yet humbled? Does this hiſſin 
ſerpent, which has entwined its envenomed folds 1180 
my crown, gather treſh ſtrength from every blow ? 
Where is Alonzo's wife? 


Courtier. She has fled, with her child, no one knows 


whither.---The army 1s in the greateſt conſternation ; for 
Rolla has likewiſe diſappeared. 
Ataltba. Rolla diſappeared ?---Impoſſible !-.-Rolla for- 
ſake me, in the hour of accumulated danger and cala- 
mity? Heavenly powers! is there not one that will re- 


lieve a monarch ?---Gladly would 1 exchange lots with 


the loweſt of my ſubjetts. 
SCENE XVII—Enter Alox zo, diſguiſed as a Monk. 


Alonzo. Gracious ſovereign! Do I once more behold 
thee ? | 

Allaliba. Can this be Alonzo? 

Alonzo, Where is my wife? 

Ataliba. Welcome return! 

Alonzo. Where is my wife? 

Ataliba. How didſt thou efcape ? 

Alonzo. I owe my preſervation to a miracle. 

Ataliba., Speak. 


Alonzo. Who but Rolla could ks back an exalted | 


ſacrifice to friendſhip ? Who but Rolla could, in this 
diſguiſe, have gained acceſs to my priſon ?---"T'was Rolla 
loolened my chains---to wear them imſelf! EC 


Ataliba. How! Rolla in the enemy's yon Pee Ah! 


thou haſt wounded my bleeding heart afre 


Alonzo (throwing off his diſguiſe). Give me a ſword, 


and five hundred reſolute men---I fly to his deliverance. 
Ataliba. Shall I ritk, in your perſon, the laſt ſupport 
of my throne ? 
Alonzo. The Enemy is diſpirited ; their camp in 


fortified on the right hand; Pizarro has rendered himſelf 


odious by his cruelties, and the troops murmur. Let not 
the foe have time to retrieve their affairs. One victory 


more, and we ſhall drive them into the ocean, where the 


waves will ſwallow up our ſcourge, and their rapacity. 


Ataliba. I will myſelf reconnoitre their camp, and 


examine where an attack my be moſt advantageouſly 
made. 
Alonzo. Expoſe not your necfon raſbly to danger. 
Remember, you are our king. 

Na Ataliba. 
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Ataliba. Where danger menaces his children, that is 
always the father's poſt. 
ET Let me but firſt take a farewell of my wife. 
Ataliba (embarraſſed). Thy wife? | NE 
Alonzo. Cora, I tear, has been in great affliction on my 
ac count. 3 | | 
Ataliba. Indeed ſhe has ſeverely ſuffered. 
Alonzo. But one moment, gracious ſovereign, and 
Alonzo ſhall return to join his king. 
Ataliba. Where wilt thou ſeek thy wife 
Alonzo (terrified). Is the not here? 
Ataliba. Her anxiety drove her hence. 
Alonzo. Whither ? | 
Ataliba. That is not-known. Probably ſhe has fled for 
refuge to the mountains, to her father. | 


*- 


Alonso. Good heavens! my blood chills in my veins.! 
Courtier. She was ſeen traverſing the field of battle, and 
invoking your name, till night began to fall. e 
Alonzo. And what became of her then? 
Courtier. She fled into the wooo. 
Alonzo. Into the wood, which ſwarms with the enemy! 
Oh Cora! Cora! (attempts to go.) 5 
Ataliba. Alonzo, whither art thou going? 
Alonzo. Whitherſoever deſpair and grief may drive 
me.—Gracious Inca! thou art in ſafety ; the vanquiſhed 
foe will not venture an attack. Oh! thou guardian of 
every right! reſpett the rights of nature !—My wife, my 
child, my all are loſt, Awhile relieve Alonzo from the 
general's duty, that the wretched huſband may ſcek his 
loſt wite, | VVV - 
Alaliba. 1 ſympathife in your affliftion. Go, but let 
not Rolla 88 5 
Alonzo. Cora! Rolla! Direct, ſome pitying angel, my 
uncertain ſteps! (Exit.) omg aa Set 
Ataliba (to courtier). A moment lend me your 
ſword (the courtier obeys, Ataliba attempts to brandiſh 
1t, but /oon finds his arm drop) "Tis paſt my ſtrength !— 
Vretched monarch !—VW hat avails the prudent head ? 
what the courageous heart? when the refractory limbs re- 
fule ther olbce? ß, 88 


) 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT v. 


SCENE I.—.4 foreſt. In the back ground, a hut almoſt 
concealed among the trees. Thunder and lightning. 


Cora enters with her child in her arms ; ſhe pants for 
breath, and her hair flies dijhevelled in the wind. 


Cora*. I can no further! The force of nature is not 
equal 


* Mr. SHERIDAN has incorporated the leading ſentiments 
of this ſoliloquy in a ſong, which, conſidered as a piece of 
compoſition, poſſeſſes many beauties; but we cannot altoge- 
ther approve of its introduction in this place. A mother in 
Cor a's fituation, diſtracted with grief at the Joſs and ſuppoſed 
death of her huſband ;---wandering from place to place in 
ſearch of him, and at length compelled by fatigue to paſs the 
night with her infant child in a lonely foreſt, expoſed to the 
danger of wild beaſts, to hoſtile attack (for it appears from 
the very next ſcene that ſtraggling parties of the Spaniards in- 
feſted the wood) to mercileſs elements, and the fury of the 

elting ſtorm, would ſcarcely chooſe ſuch a ſeaſon for venting 
hor griefs in a ballad to the rude accompaniment of pealing 
thunder, and the lightning's forked glare. We are the more 

diſſatisfied with this ſelf-ſame ſong, in its preſent place, and 
with reference to the circumſtances with dl ears it is connected, 
as there is reaſon to believe, that the eſſential intereſts of the 
drama have been ſacrificed to this ditty, and that the part of 
Cora would otherwiſe have been allotted to Mrs. S1vpons, 

who is avowedly infinitely ſuperior in characters of this caſt to 
any actreſs on the ſtage. Such, however, is the force of po- 
pular prejudice ;—ſuch the attractions of a ballad, that a re- 
ted audience can experience pleaſure, night after night, in 
witneſſing the moſt pathetic ſcenes murdered by vanity and 
talents (great in themſelves when properly directed) evidently 
employed in a wrong ſphere. The following is a copy of 
Mrs. JoRDan's air, the words of waich, as we before oblerv- 
ed, have ſome merit: . —ÿ„ 


ves! yes! be mercileſs, thou tempeſt dire! 
Unaw'd, unſhelter'd, I thy fury brave; 5 
PU bare my boſom to thy forked fire, 
Let it but guide me to Alonzo's grave! 


O'er his pale corſe then, while thy lightning: glare, 
PII prefs his clay-cold limbs and periſh there. os 
- ICY But 


*4 # 


102 THE SPANIARDS IN PERU; OR, 


# 

equal to that of love! My heart ſtill urges me forward, 
but my knees fink under me! Art thou afleep, ſweet 
innocent? Alas! thy father {leceps! Thou wilt awake, 
my child! my Aionzonevert Ah! why am I a mo- 
there Why mult this cluld cham me down to life? So 
great i my niſery chat I dare not even die! Where am 
? Whither would deipair drive me? The forked 
lighten: gs gte through tle foreſt's gloom, but I can diſ- 
cern ny path. Loud rolls the thunder among the moun- 
| tains, and drowns my feeble voice.---I can no further 
my feet arc no longer able to ſupport me. She finks at 
the foot of a tree. ) Sweet innocent! thou ſmileſt amidſt 
the ſtorm !---Flaſh, ye lightnings !---roar on, thou deep- 
mouthed thunder! Innocence regards you not. See where 
it lumbers in the mother's arms.---Here will J prepare 
for my {weet babe a bed of moſs and leaves.---I will 
 fkreen it from the florm with my veil, and lay me down 
by its ſide to die. {She makes a couch for the child, and 
_ wraps it in her veil.) There lie and gently ſleep. Oh! 


that thou mighteſt not awake to crave in vain nouriſhment 


at the lifeleſs breaſt of thy wretched mother !---How 
| ſtrangely do I feel !---my ſenſes are bewildered---every 
nerve unſtrung---Is this death? (he ſupports her head 
againſt the tree.) V 5 
lonz0's voice (at a great diſtance). Cora! Cora! 
But thou wilt wake again, my boy, 
Again thou'lt riſe to life and joy, 
Thy father never _ N 
Thy laughing eyes will meet the light, 
Unconſcious that eternal night 5 
Veils his for ever. 


On yon green bed of moſs there lies my child, 
Guhl! ſafer lies from theſe chill'd arms apart! 
He ſleeps, ſweet lamb ! nor heeds the tempeſt wild, 
Ohl! ſweeter ſleeps, than near this breaking heart! 


Alas! my babe, if thou wouldſt peaceful reſt, 
Thy cradle mult not be thy mother's breaſt. 


Vet, thou wilt wake again, my boy, 
Again thow'lt riſe to life and joy, 
Thy father never | 3 

Thy laughing eyes will meet the light, 

Unconſcious that eternal night 

Veils his for ever. 


Cora 
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Cora (farting) What ſound 1s that ? 
N s vorce, Cora | 

ora. Tis the peals of thunder echoing among the 
mountains. 
Alonzo s voice. Cora! 

Cora. Hark ! Tis the ſpirit of the hills. 

Alonzo's voice (nearer ), Cora! 
Cora ( collecting herſelf). Oh! deceive me not, my fond 
heart! Tis the voice of my Alonzo. 


Alonzo (ſtill calling from the receſſes of the foreſt). 
Cora! 


Cora ( advancin ng aſe ew ſteps from the ſpot whos ſhe has 
| 


depofited her child) 
Alonzo. 8 


Cora (following the voice a feu ſteps further). It is in- 


deed his voice !---Alonzo |! 
Alonzo. Cora ! 


onzo! where art thou? 


Cora (ſtill advancing towards the ſound) Alonzo 3 


_ Ha! my fainting powers revive ! 
Alonzo (rather nearer). on ! whereart thou? 
Cora. Here! here! (/ EA's among the trees. 
Cora's and Alonzo's voices 45 continue to be alternatel 
heard at a diſtance. They draw nearer to each other, and 
an exclamation, of rapture, which 1s faintly heard on the 


ſtage, gives the audience to underſtand that they have met.) 


SCENE II. Enter two ſoldiers, much intoxicated. 


Firſt Soldier. Comrade, which way are you going? 
Second Soldier. Which ever way you pleaſe, comrade ? 


Firſt Soldier. Do you know that we have loſt our way? 


Second Soldier. Truſt to me for at, as long as we keep 
| the ſun on our left. 


Firſt Soldier. The ſun, indeed 1 ! can you ſee a any thing 
| like a ſun? 


Second Soldier. Ha ! you blockhead, how ſhould we ſee 


the ſun, when that black thunder cloud ſtands before it ? 


Firſt Soldier. Well then---if we keep the lightning 
to our left 


Second Soldier. Right! we cannot be far from the 


camp. I heard the advanced poſts call---Cora! 
Firſt Soldier. The watch-word, no doubt. 
Second Soldier. Aye! aye! Come along, comrade. 


(They both ftagger along, till they fell in the way of the 


child.) 


Fuf 


a 

z 
| 
: 
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Firſt Soldier. Hey day! comrade, what have we 

here ! 

Second Soldier (takes up the veil ). By my troth, 

a child. 

Firſt Soldier. How came the child here ?* 

Second Soldier, How, indeed? Let us conſider the 

queſtion. | | 

Firſt Soldier. What ſhould we and conſidering fot ? 
What's the brat to us? Let it even lie; tis a Heathen's 
child, no doubt. | eb DG 

Second Soldier, How ſweetly it ſleeps ! 1 have the 

very fellow to it at home. What lay you, comrade . 

take it with me- | 

Firſt Soldier. Up with it, then: but mind you, "Sir t 

teize me, if you find it too heavy for you. 

Second $oll Mer (taking the child in has arms). The 

little rogue is as Av as a feather. 

_ Firſt Sotdier. Day begins to peep behind tees. 

Second Soldier. Do you march firſt, and clear the 

paſſage. 
Cora's voice 7 the oppoſe ite fie). This way, 
Alonzo---I left him here. 

Second Soldier (behind the ſcenes). Pr ythee, be a 
little more careful, comrade. Hold the branches, and 
_ don't let them fly back ſo plaguedly in my face. 

| Cora's voice (nearer), My heart will not guide me 
wrong : we ſhall be at the ſpot directly. 


Firjt Soldier (at a greater diſtance). 1 fee the tents 
gliter IN the 2 s to Our left, 


SCENE III. Conz, ALONZO, 


Cora. This is the place; and this is the tree. (She 
Tuns to the tree, ſeizes the veil, utters a loud fhriech, and 
and ſinks motionleſs to the ground. * 

Alonzo (throwmg himſelf by her Jae). Cora! what 
ails thee ? rt 
Cora (raiſing herſelf). He is gone! 
Alus. Eternal Powers! 
Cora. He is gone! 

Alonzo. Y us go in ſearch of him. 

Cora. My child ! my child! 

1 here did you leave him? 59 

25 1 . Cora. 


ht 
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Cora (throws herſelf on the ſpot). Here! Here! 

Alonzo. No doubt the little K has awoke, and 
crawled a few paces off. 

Cora (examining the buſhes). Alas! he is no where 
to be ſeen! 

Alonzo. Be not alarmed; he will ſoon de found. 
Cora. Fernando! Fernando! 
Alonzo, He cannot be far off, | 
Core (renews her ſearch, but i in vale). Alas he is 
one! | 
, Alonzo. Are you certain that this is the right C pot ? 

Cora. Did we not find the veil Lying here ? * dpair) 
Oh! he has been torn in pieces by ſome wild beaſt 
Alonzo. Do not think the wo 


Cora. I have no time for thinking. 1 ſee my dinding. | 


* led babe 
| Alonzo. For God's ſake, forbear. 

Cora. There is no God. 

Alonzo. Cora! utter not ſuch i impious words, 

Cora. What have I done, that mould heap ſuch 
_ calamity upon me? 
Alonzo. Cora! deareſt Cora! come to my arms. 
Cora. (raiſing her eyes to Heaven.) My Child or- 
death! 

Alonzo. See yonder hut o among the trees. 

Cora. Ha! hack lives the ſavage who. has robbed me 
of my child! {fe hurries towards the hut.) 

Alonzo (following her). Cora! tor heayen's ſake be. 
ware! Should that hut be inhabited by Spaniards. 


Cora. Were it even a rendezvous of devils, I would 


explare 1 it. Holla! within. 
Alonzo. Let me go firſt. 
Cora. Holla! holla! 


* This ſcene is moſt vilely nanged in the repreſentation. 
The hut, inſtead of being concealed among the trees, in the 
back ground, ſtands directly fronting the ſpot where Cora de- 
| pour her child: and fo Fu 
would * e Cora muſt have been more intoxicated than the 
Spaniſh ſo diers, in the preceding ſcene, not to notice it. It 


4 a little about her, before ſhe reſalves to weather the 


= in the open air, and expoſe both herſelf and infant 


to the mercileſs fury of the ſtorm which rages around her. 
0 SCENE 


ly is it revealed to view, that one 


well indeed appear extraordinary, that ſhe ſhould not 


9 - 
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SCENE 1V.—Enter Las Casas, from the Hut. 


Las Caſas. Who knocks? 
Cora. Reſtore my child! 
| Las Cajas. Yourg woman, what do you want? 
' Alonzo. Heavenly powers! what do I ſee?---Can it 
be Las Caſas? 
las Caſas. Alonzo! Do my eyes again behold thee | ? 
(they ruſh into each others arms.) | 

Alonzo, My beloved preceptor ! 

Las Caſas. My Friend! 

Cora, Where have you concealed my child? 

Las Caſas. What can this mean? 
Alonzo. Oh, Las Cal! in what a fearful menengde 
we meet! 
Cora. Venerable old man! your looks announce a 
feeling heart—Take pity on a diſconſolate mother. 
Las Caſas. I cannot RN thy ſpeech. 
Cora (throwing herſelf at his feet). I will be thy 
. flave for life -. and my ſon ſhall be thy ſlave alſo! 
Las Caſas. Is her brain diſordered ? 

Alonzo. She is my wife. We have loſt our child! 

Las Caſas. Where? 

| Alonzo. She left him aſleep under that tree. 

| Las Caſas. Did ſhe leave him? 
Cora. The reproof is but too juſt. oh! eum : 
mother that 1 Wel forſook ny child, and the curſe of 
heaven I me. . 
La Oh! that I could adminiſter conſolation 
to your wen 

Alonzo. me to ſupport this load of miſery't 
Cora ( act 4). See yonder ſpeckled ſnake !-..See 
how the reptile entwines itſelf round the limbs of my 
wretched child !---I hear the hiſſes of his forked tongue! 
- ſee him dart his ſting to my infant's heart! 
Alonzo. Beloved Cora! collect your bewildered 
thoughts. 

Cora. See where the cruel Condor ſoars, towerin in 
the ſky !---ſee! he marks his certain prey !. he darts Fe : 
lightning 2 the air !----and now----behold !----he 
pounces it! onder lurks a ravenous tyger U- ſee! he 

paz. from his covert !---ſee! the blood trickles---the 


blood of my child !---{She 7 uks to the ground .-. ſave 
him! fave him | 


Alonzo. 
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Alonzo {kneeling by her fide). My wife! my child! 

Las Caſas. Muſt images of miſery haunt me even in 
this ſolitude ? 
Alonzo.” Adrhiniſter comfort to us, my preceptor l. 
my benetaQtor !—deſert us not in this trying hour. 

Las Caſas. I will not deſert you. But here we are 
not ſafe; the Spaniſh camp is too near, Fly to your 
friends-..l will accompany you. 

Alonzo, How ſhall we be able to convey this oſs 
ſufferer? 

Las Caſas. Endeavour to raiſe her up. 

Alonzo. Come along, dear Cora; let us depart. 

Cora. Depart ?--.Whither ? 

Alonzo. 10 our friends. 

Cora. Think'ſt thou I could leave this ſpot ?-e-leave 
2 ſpot where my poor babe died ? 
 Alonze. We are in the neighbourhood of the enemy, 

Cora. Cruel huſband! Shall I not be permitted to 
collect together the bones of my mangled infant ? 

Alonzo, Your father and brother have arrived at our 
cam 
—_ 1 have no- father no brother fool had---a 
child} 

Alonzo, We will ſeek it. 

Cora (haſtily). Seek it Where? oh! where ? 

* This good man will aſſiſt our ſearen. 

Cora. Help us! venerable ſtranger Help us to 
ſearch for our child. 
- Las Caſas. Moſt villingly, dear Cora! only compoſe 
yourſelf. 

Cora. Are you a father ? 

Las Caſas. No. 

Cora. Then can I-pardon the e But cull | 
you ſet a mother's heart at reſt, give her back her loſt 
child! (Raſhes off the ſtage.) 

Las Caſas ( purſuing — Endeavour, Alonzo, te 
guide her ſteps more towards the right. 


| Alonzo. Oh! Las Caſas! In, thee I have found my. 
guardian angel! | 


SCENE. V.---The Confines of the Spaniſh Camp. | 
. ROLLA is brought in, bound. 


| Soldier. This Way, thou idolator ! 


Rolla. Pizarro himſelf has ſet me at liber. 
| O 2 Soldier. 
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Soldier. That we know nothing of. No Heathen 
eſcapes from us with life, much leſs with liberty. You 
mult along to the general. 

2d Soldier. Huſh! comrade : the general comes. 

Pizarro (entering). How now? Do I ſee aright ?--- 
Is it —_ | 4 

Rolla (taunttn To thy ſurprize, no oubt | 

Flas _ 41 as | 

* Rolla. Yes—bound fo faſt that you need be under no 
apprehenſions from him. 

Pizarro. Which of you has dared thus to iLtreat the 
preſerver of my life? 

Soldier. He confeſſes himſelf to be a Peruvian gene- 
ral; he was endeavouring to ſteal through our poſts. 

Rolla (in a tone of contempt). Steal! 

Soldier. We ſtopped him; and, by RE 8 orders, 
put him in chains. 

Pixarro. You hear, Rolla, that I am innocent of 
this occurrence. Unbind him inftantly. It grieves and 
ſhames me to behold a hero like Rolla unarmed. Fake 
this ſword, and now learn the Spaniſh character. Our 
nation knows how to reverence generoſity in an enemy. 
Rolla (accepts the ſword.) And the Peruvians have 
been taught to pardon injuries. Thou haſt mine. 

Pizarro. And mp! me likewiſe that I cannot be 
ſevere with my ſoldiers for an accident, to which I ſtand 
8 for the pleaſure of a ſecond interview with 
\ Rem... | 
p Rolla. No more of theſe fine ſpeeches--.Suffer me to 
epart. 

, Uſe your o own pleaſure. Yet let me cheriſh the 
| flattering hope that this accident may eventually more 
 clofely unite us. Rolla and Pizarro were not deſigned by 
fate to be eternally at enmity. 

Nella. I promiſe you my friendſhip——as ſoon as the 
waves of the ocean roll between us. 

Pizarro. Might not a common intereſt unite us? You 
felt indignant, when I mentioned my pretenfions to the 
throne 0 Quito. II renounce them. Submit to the 
ſoverei of Spain; embrace the Chriſtian Faith, and 
peace al be eſtabliſhed between us. 

Rolla. How $ncrous and moderate are Pizarro' s de- 
mands! 


Pizarro. 
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Pizarro. On Pizarro's friendſhip depends the protec- 
tion of a mighty monarch; and this Pizarro imſelf 
makes you a voluntary tender of his hand. 

Rolla. Rolla is no traitor. 


Pizarro. By acceding to my terms, you at once avert 
diſaſter and calamity from your count 


Rolla. To my country I owe the ſacrifice of my life, 
but not of my honour. 

Pizarro. You are only requeſted to depoſe a weak 
kin from a ſtation, which he is not qualified to fill. 

Rolla, Ataliba weak ?—Yet were that even the caſe, —a 
king who promotes the happineſs of his ſubjefts, is ren- 
dered impregnable by his people's loyalty and love. 

Pizarro. Follow your own e. 

Rolla. My conſcience has long ſince come to a deci- 
ſion on this point. 


Pizarro. Remember that rejected friendſhip rages with 
no leſs fury than rejected love. 

Rolla. Ba! this 18 what I have long n Why be 
at the pains of diſſembling? Throw off t maſk at once. 


Pizarro. ( ſtifling his reſentment.) Rolla, do not mil- 
ap rehend me, 


olla. Am I permitted to depart ? 
Pizarro (after a ſhort pauſe). Go! 
Rolla. Shall I meet with no obſtruRtion ? 
Pizarro. None—unleſs repentance brings you back. 


Rolla. Thank Heaven Rolla never yet had occaſion 
to Ds his actions. 


| SCENE VI.—Enter two Soldiers with the Child. 


Soldier. General, we have found a child. | 
Pizarro. What concern is that of mine? take your- 
ſelves off. 


Soldier. We found it yi ing among the buſhes, not far 
from the cam 
Pizarro. Then throw it into the firſt ditch you meet. 
Rolla. Gracious Heavens! tis Alonzo's child. 
Pizarro. How ſa 775 you? 
dic 


Rolla. (to the Soldiers.) Give the child to me. 


Pizarro. ( flepping between Rolla and the Soldiers.) 
Not quite ſo halty. Alone s child, lay yau Thais a 


moſt 
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moſt fortunate event! Welcome, my pretty puppet ! You 
hall be my hoſtage“ for your father's follies, 
Rolla. Does Fizarro wage war with infants ? | 
Pizarro. You cannot comprehend my conduct. I 
have an old debt to ſettle with Alonzo. I might plunge 
my dagger in this infant's heart, and that would balance 
our accounts ;—but it would merely draw the balance, and 
Alonzo would owe me nothing. 
Rolla. You were 5 in your remark—Of a truth, 1 
do not comprehend 
Pizarro. Fi igure to Fart this little head exalted on 
the point of a ſpear: — fancy the heroic Alonzo ruſhing 
with drawn {word upon our ranks bearing every thing 
before him like a raging torrent—and nothing capable of 
arreſting his impetuous career, but——the bleeding head 
of his child. Ha! ſee him in an inſtant ſtand motionleſs, 
petrified with horror ſee the ſword glide from his hand 
| —ſee how he rivets his ſtrained eye-balls on the bl 
trophy, from which ſtill trickle in copious ſucceſſion the | 
crimſon drops, and ſtain the enſanguined lance. Ha! that 
will be a glorious ſight! 
_ Rolla. Pizarro, art thou a man ?—Art thou, indeed, of 
human mould ? 5 
Pizarro. And when he returns own to the expeiant 
mother—when his Cora throws her ſnowy arms around 
his neck, and wipes the gory drops from his ſhoulders with 
her ſilken treſſes; how will ſhe ſhudder, when ſhe hears 
him exclaim---Not ſo haſty, fair dame---think'ſt thou, this 
4s enemy's blood ?---Ha! no! no! no * tis the blood of 
thy own infant !- 
Nolla. See how the lovely infant ſmiles. ! Could'ſt thou 
find it in thy heart to murder ſuch ſmiling innocence ? 
Pizarro. Could you wring the neck of a pigeon ? 
RNolla. Is it a ranſom you demand? I will purchaſe the 
child's life with ten times his weight in ſilver, 
Pizarro. Keep you lilver, and erett a ſtatute with 1 it on 
his tomb. 


— Both Mr. Luwis and Miſs PLUMTRE hive Shes.” | 


ceived this ſentence. The latter, from the ee between 
geiſel (a hoſtage) and geiſſel (a ſcourge) has tranſlated the paſſage 
thus: Then ſhalt thou ſerve me as a ſcourge for the chaſ- 
tiſement of all thy father's follies. We muſt again animad- 
vert upon the neceſſity of underſtanding a language, before a 
| writer preſumes to o give a an n elegant tranſlation from it. pole 
04d, 
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Rolla. Pizarro, you owe your life to me z---give me, in 
return, the life of this child. 


Pizarro. Do you with to humble me with ſuch a trivial 
requeſt! 

Rolla. Reſtore the child t to his parents, I will be your 
priſoner. 

| Pizarro You are free. 

Rolla, Man! man !—Nature cannot poſſibly have fo 
totally neglected thee at thy birth !---ſome grains of hus: 


manity muſt lie hidden in thy heart. Behold me at thy 


feet l me Rolla the preſerver of thy life !---me, who 


never bowed or knelt before to man I offer myleif thy 


| Rave, ſo thou wilt but reſtore the child. 
Pizarro. The child ſhall ſtay here. 
Rolla: (with indignant rage.) Pizarro! hear me. 

Pizarro. There remains but this alternative--.either 


— 


decome the vaſſals of Spain---or this child continues my 


3 

Rolla (ring from his ſuppliant poſture, and nimbly 
keapin on his feet.) Now then! (he ſnatches the chi 4 
From the ſoldier, claſps it in hns left arm, and brandiſhes 


his ſword in his right hand.) The child is mine! Not 
min vain was this ſword given me. Whoever dares to fol- 


Toy me---dies! (Ruſhes off with the child. 


Pizarro. Raſh, furious dat uick !—overtake 


" him. —Bring him back, if poſſible, alive. (a detackmeane 

of ſoldiers 127 Rolla.) What demon is it inſpireg 

oof that I was to truſt him with a ſword? 

(follows him with his eyes.) How furiouſly the mads, 
man defends himſelf !—Stil] he keeps Sunn ground 


this man! 


upon them.—By Heavens! he will effect his eſcape 


—Cut him down! (diſpatches a 


Away, purſue him, ſpare him no lon "er Cut him . 
ec 


i 3 thee. (Several ſhots are heard.) Fare thee well— 


chou deſervedſt a better fate. 3 a Soldier. ) Well, ; 


what tidings? 


Soldier. Reſt ſatisfied, noble general! the Heathen will 
not be able to run much farther. I ſaw him fall. The 


ball truck him on the right ſide. 


Pixarro. . would I have .had him bropghe back | 


alive. 


ond detachment in 

: 0 urfuit of him.) The hill conceals him from my view, 
lace not thy death to my charge, madman !—Gladly had I 

preſerved thy life ; had generouſly diſcharged the debt I 


through, and reached the enemy's out- poſts. 
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alive. Haughty Peruvian to bid me defiance in my 


* 


own camp! 


Soldier. Your orders to ſpare his life have already coſt 


the lives of four of my comrades. 


(Enter @ ſecond ſoldier.) He has fought his way 
Ars og aj with his foot.) Hell and furies! 
Soldier. He carries, however, his death with him; he 


is mortally wounded. * _ 


Pizarro; And yet has fought his way through! _ 

Soldier, Such a combat I never ber 8, in all my 
life. The legendary feats of the Mooriſh knights are 
mere ſport compared with this. Four of us fell by his 
ſword in the attempt to take him alive. A ſhot levelled 


him with the ground, but in an inſtant he was on his feet 
again, ſupported himſelf againſt a tree, and placing the child 


by his ſide, dealt round his blows like the angel with the 


et ſword, till two more of our party meaſured the 


ground. The remaining three took to their myſquets, 


when he darted off like an arrow from the bow, with tha 
child ſcreaming in his arms :—but the ſpot on which he 
ſtood, the tree againſt which he ſupported himſelf, were 
covered with blood—and blood tracked every ſtep he 
took. The centinels fired their pieces after him, but hg 
- diſappeared behind the hill in an inſtannnt. 


Pizarro. Why not mount your horſes?  _ | 
Soldier. They were grazing behind the 1 e 
Pizarro. Ha! curſt Pagan! and yet 1 cannot with, 


hold from him my admiration. Had I but a thouſand 


ſuch warriors, I would conquer the whole world: (Eait.] 
SCENE VII.—An open plain on the confines of the Pe. 


ruvian camp. ATALIBA enters with his arms croſſed, 


is head bowed down, and immerſed in thought. 


The enemy remains quiet—my troops Number—the 


Norm is paſt—lſcarce a breeze murmurs in the ſummits of 


the trees—awful ſilence reigns round me—all is calm— 


: „This and the following intermediate ſcene add greatly 


to the concluding intereſt of the play, by keeping the mind 


In a ſtate of ſuſpenſe relative to the fate of Rolla. In the re- 


_ preſentation, the effect is W weakened by the ab- 
TLupt and ſudden manner in which x 


cataſtrophe is brought 
| but 
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but not here. (laying his hand upon his heart.) Why 
not calm here alſo *—Muſt 7 be haunted by the ghoſts of 
thoſe that fell ?—Muft my ears be tormented with their 
dying groans ?—Woas the ſword not drawn for God and 


for my country? | 
SCENE VIII con raſhes diftradted on the Stage. 


Cora. Whither do ye lead me ?—Where is the grave 
of my child?—(perceiving Atahba.) Firſt-born of the 
Sun! reſtore my child. 95 
Ataliba. Cora, whence doſt thou come? 5 
Cora. From my ſon's grave deep is it dug in the 
earth tis cold and damp—ah! how I ſhiver! 
Ataliba. Alas! what a ghaſtly fight!  _ 
Alonzo. (entering haſtily with Las Caſas.) Unhappy 
 mourner ! whither does thy miſery drive thee? - 4 
Cora. Peace, Alonzo! we have reached the goal of 
our hopes. Here ſtands the offspring of the Gods! The 
Sun is his father: twill coſt Kim but a word, and the 
grove ſhall refund its prey. ( ſhe claſps the monarch's 
Anees.) Pronounce it, oh, my ſovereign - pronounce the 
potent word — take pity on a mother's anguuſh. 
Ataliba. Heaven y pou ! what can ſhe mean? 
A 4 2 


Alonzo. She has loſt her child, N 
Ataliba. Wretched mother! I can afford thee no ſuc- 
cour- -I am but---a king ' 
Cora. Thou canſt not?---To whom then am I to 
look for ſuccour? To whom has Heaven entruſted: our 
lives? Was it not thou that ledſt the Peruvians to battle? 
Did not Alonzo fight in thy cauſe? Wilt thou refuſe me 
the only reward I atk for his ſervices?—the life of a child. 
which, in due time, will fight his ſovereign's battles? 
Ataliba. Cruſh me, ye Gods! I will not ſhrink from 
% oo nn nent en rr nt 
Cora. Tyrant! Can a mother's agomzing cries awaken 
no ſympathy in thy flinty boſom ? —Is thy ambition not 
yet latiated with blood ?—Lo! pendent from each dia- 
mond that decks thy brows hangs the crimſon. drop! Is 
not this ſufficient ? Muſt thou even tear infants from their 
- mother's breaſts, and fling them to ſavage beaſts of prey.? 
Hal what concerns me thy diadem — what | concerns'a 
mother's heart the throne of Quito !—Hither, all ye 
. wretched mothers, whom * victory has rendered 1 
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leſs !—Unite your imprecations with mine, that our la- 
mentations may conjointly aſcend to Heaven with the 
triumphant ſhouts of this barbarian! It hereafter he be 
condemned eternally. to ſuffer the anguiſh which one 
wretched mother feels, ſufficiently ſevere will be his pu- 
niſhment. (Swnks exhauſted on the ground.) 
Alonzo. (Supporting her in his arms, and addreſſing 

Ataliba) Pardon the frantic tranſports of a mother! 
Atahba. wy a tear vg his eye) Alas! the throne 

has no equivalent for one fuch tear! N 
Cora. (Smiling) Alonzo! my breaſt pains me! reach 
me the child, that he' may ſuck his wonted nouriſhment. 
(Exhauſted) Thou art a cruel huſband, Alonzo—thou 
ecſt I am- dying—and yet wilt not permit the mother 
ren more to feaſt her eyes with the {weet {mules of her 

o LL, * 

Alonzo. Ah! this complaint is more dreadful than her 
fury Rave, wretched mother! — thou no longer haſt a 
Cora { falhing back in his arms). Wretched mother — 
thou no longer haſt a child !— 4 


S8 - SCENE IX.—Enter @ Peruvian 

1 Peruvian. Rolla comes - EPs 3 
= '  -Ataliba; and Alonzo.. Rolla! (Rolla ſtaggers on the 
| | ſtage, his looks deadly pale, the bloody ſword in his right 
| hand -in has left, the reſcued child. „„ 


— 


| : Atallba. Heavens! what ſight 1s W 
| Rolla. (mortally wounded, drops ſeveral times npon 
| f b a. | Þ | ; . 

. . has knee, before he can reach Cora, who is apparently 


| =? * To render this pathetic ſcene as ludicrous as poſſible, and 
£ thereby to prepare-the audience for the Farce which winds 
| hs ap this Tragedy, Mr. SHERIDAN has inſtructed the ſmall fry of 
the theatre to bellow the reiterated cry of---Rolia ! Rolla! 
ll. .---and his. orders are executed with a degree of fidelity, 
1 which would relax into an involuntary ſmile the ſtern features 
K | of. a Caro. As Mr. SnERIDAx has ſo happily ſucceeded in 
| his attempt to unite the play and the entertainment in one piece, 
| we ſee no reaſon why he ſhould have been at the pains of 
-curtailing his P1zarko fince the firft night's repreſentation. 
He might have-retained its original length and languor, as there 
v no occafion for an afterpiece, * OO 


5 


31; 7,9 ei Chil 7 6 lifeleſs 
1 * ! ? - i 7 | 


- 
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hfeleſs in Alonzo's arms. He calls her with a faint and 
faultering voice) Cora !—thy child !— 
Cora. (Awakes from her ſwoon—The fight of her 
child gives her new ſtrength—ſhe e forth her 
arms towards it) My child !—ftained with blood !— 
Rolla. 'Tis my blood (hands the child to Cora.) ; 
Cora. (Claſping it in her arms) My child! —Rolla! _ 
Rolla. 1 loved thee—Thou haſt wronged me—1 can 
no more! (/ at her feet.) 
Alonzo. (kneeling over him) Rolla! thou dieſt 1 
Rolla. For Cora !— { Dies. 
Cora. (noxrafully eyin the body.) Oh! what man 
ever loved like this man !—Oh! my child! dearly ! dearly 
art thou purchaſed ! 
Alonzo. Confirm my wavering faith, Las Caſas. Teach 
me to believe in God! 
las Ca ſas. His ways are dark and inſcrutable. Adore! 
and — aue. 


(The Curtain falls ) 


END OF THE PLAY. 


GENERAL 
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GENERAL REMARKS. 


THE death of the Peruvian Hera very ſatisfactorily winds 
up the cataſtrophe, and fully developes the plot of this inte: 
reſting tragedy. At this place therefore the German Drama- 

tiſt judiciouſly directs the curtain to fall: and taſte, propriety, 
— common ſenſe, give their ready ſuffrage to the mandate. 
But the monarchs of Drury Lane appear to have abrogated 
the inſtitutes of legitimate drama, bc 1 to have paſſed a new 
code of law, enacting; that to render a tragedy truly 
tragic, it is indiſpenſibly neceſſary to murder not only the prin- 
cipal Dramatis Perſone, but the Tragedy itſelf,” In confor- - 
mity with theſe revoluticnary principles, the curtain at Drury 
Lane remains drawn up during two or three additiònal ſcenes, 
to witneſs the execution of this barbarous murder, 


« Murder 4 foul ! as in the beſt it is, 5 
«« But this ay? foul! ſtrange! and unnatural!” 


The awful ceremony commences with the entrance of a 
medſſenger, the moment Rela renders up the ghoſt, announc- 


ing, that © treachery has completed its maſter-piece, and 


revealed the Peruvian aſylum in the rocks.” This intell- 
gence of courſe uſhers in the march of an army of a ſcore of 
men, and half a ſcore of general officers, to reſcue the Virgins 
of the Sun and ſeveral other women from the profane gripe 
of the cruel Spaniards. A mock battle is next exhibited, in 
which the Peruvians, with a few crab-ſticks and pokers'-endz, 
put the Spaniards, with their filly fire-arms, totally to the rout. 
We have now a kind of running-fight, or bo-peep in earneſt, the 
Peruvians ſtabbing and hacking away at the Spaniards among 
the clifts of the rocks, with nearly the ſame tactics and ma- 
ncauvres as are practiſed by a chamber-maid pricking far 
bugs in the joints and chinks of a preſs-bedſtead. Victory, 
as might be expected, declaring in favour of the Peruvianz, 
Pizarro makes his appearance with double the number of the 
| Peruvian army, and avows his firm reſolution not to ſurvive 
the extermination of his troops. To prevent, however, 
further effuſion of human blood, it is at length ſettled, that 
Pizarro and Alonzo (hall decide the already decided diſpute by 
Angle combat. +; J) tr 0 > "ao ed uns 
The Chiefs immediately fall to, {Alonzo fill equipped in 
the ſame $a dreſs which we commented upon in the Third 
Act,) and after a deſperate encounter of ſome ſeconds, Alon+ 
72's ſword is knocked out of his hand, and the Chief himſe 


blow. The Spaniſh tre 5 
tators of the combat, and their General's death, now throw 
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firuck with the violence of the blow to the ground. At this 
erit>cal moment—thits © | he 4,5 
: | 


| Dignus vindice nodus ; . 


Fluira, who appears to have kept a good look-out, (though 


the audience ſuppoſed her put to death, or at leaſt ſafe under 


lock and key in the magnificent dungeon, where they beheld 
Alonzo in the Fourth Act,) fteps in as the interpoſing Deity, 
accompanied by the det out Valverde, for this Gentleman, it 


feems, has undergone a complete reform, as well as the 
lady herfelf, who, we find, has come to the pious reſolution 
of turning Nun; in conſequence of the double diſappoint- 
ment ſhe had experienced the preceding day; in her attempts 
to make a conqueſt, firſt of Alonxo, and afterwards of - Rolla: 
Elvira, being provided with a 8 perhaps (it may belong 
to Valverde, and the lady may be only armour-bearer to the run- 


away ſecretary,) gives the uſeful . to Alonxo, Who, in 


another round or two (to render the Tragedy more ſublimely 
and profoundly tragic,) murders Pizarro and Hiftory with ane 
fo troops, having remained very guet ſpec- 


themſelves upon the enemy's ek, who ſparey their lives on 
condition that they ſhall return to Spain, which they promiſe | 


to do, ind and weather permitting.” 


The laſt concluding ſcene of this eventful . exhi- 
bits a tragico-conyco-farcico repreſentation of the 


ſequies of Rolla, The Peruvian chief is placed upon a bier, 
in the centre of the Rage, ſurrounded with mourners of both 


ſexes, and the Virgins of the Sun, who chaunt his reguiens. 


Among other in/ignia, which heighten the magnificence of 
this ſcene, the eye is regaled with the view of two ſuns, 

hoiſted upon tent-poles, and flaming like gilt gingerbread 
watches at St. Bartholomew Fair; which, we underſtand, 
have a doubt allegerical meaning, being not merely intended 


as emblems of the Peruvian worſhip ; but likewiſe to ſhow that 
the awfi ceremony takes place by day-light, and thereby to 


impreſs upon the minds of the audience, that it bears no 
affinity to an _ Wake or Howl! It was, it ſeems, originally 
deſigned to cloſe this ſolemnity with a dance or Peryvian Hop 


round the bier; but this part of the ceremony, as being 7 
atrocicuſ a murder of the dignity of the Tragic Muſe, to be pub- 
_ liclyexhibited, was, in deference to the Horatian precept, 


Nec pueros coram pcpulo Medea trucidet ??? 

« Aut humana palam coquat exta nefarius Atreus,” 
reſerved for private rehearſal behind the ſcenes. Others 
ſay; that the fatiguing length of the performance is the reaſon 
why this religious dance has been ſuppreſſed, —  _ : 
—_ | e | | Ir, 
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In commenting on the abſurd and farcical termination of 
this Tragedy, we feel it our duty to be more ſevere than we 
otherwiſe ſhould be, from a conſideration of the high autho- 
Tity which has ſanctioned theſe abuſes. Bad example is dan- 
gerous at all times, and in all fituations; but evil precedent 
from Mx. Snerupan, is infectious! epidemic! and almoſt. 
incurable! We arc willing, fincerely willing, to make every 
juſt allowance for the peculiar predicament in which Mr. 


Saxzntpax ſtands. In our genetal critici/n of Pizarro, ve 


are willing to view it in the light in which candour certainly 
directs that it Sud be viewed. We are ready to draw the 
proper line of demarcation between an author who is merely an 
auther, and a writer, who, independant of his own private 
Intereſt, acts as a kind of truſt for the property of others. 
A Dramatiſt, thus circumſtanced, muſt often ſacrifice his own 
taſte, his own better judgment to the profits of the firm with 
which he 1s connected. Aa as is at the preſent 
moment, the public pulſe; Mr. SnENIDAN, from prudential 
motives, might find himſelf under the neceſſity of humouring 
the public infatuation for whatever bears the name of Kor- 
 ZEBUE. All therefore, that could reaſonably be expected 
from him was, that he ſhould enrich the OVER-RATED 
powers of KoTzEBUE, with as great a portion of his own 
unrivalled excellence and talents, as the nature of the caſe 
would admit. This he has moſt ſucceſsfully done. He has 
converted a homely cottage into a magnificent temple 5 but it 
was not in his power to enlarge the ſcite of ground on which 
it ſtood. Had he truſted entirely to his own genius—had 
the funds of the eſtabliſhment and other private conſidera- 
tions permitted him to conſult no other opinion than his 
own, we are firmly convinced, he would have produced a - 
Drama of worth infinitely ſuperior. 15 | 


Yet, with all its faults and imperfections, we have the 
ſatisfaction of challenging that ſemale paragon of virtue and 
falſe taſte, Haxnan MoRe, er whom we reſerve an honorable 
NICHE in the ſecond celition of the LITERARY CENSUS ſhortly forth- 
coming) to juſtify, by any one ſingle paſſage in Pizarro, the 
character which ſhe has been pleaſed indiſcriminately to give 
of German literature, in her | Sera treatiſe on female cau- 
cation. That lady, indeed, ſhrouded under a reputation 
which ſome people have a peculiar knack of acquiring, without 
the ſmalleit degree of talent to warrant the aſſumption, has 
launched out into a furious Philippic againſt what it is very 
evident ſhe does not comprehend. Viewing things through 
the maguifying glaſs of prophetic inſpiration, ſhe foreſees a 
_ vaſt deal of miſchief from the importation of German dramas, 
_ German novels, but, above all, German philoſophy, and 
German z/luminatifſm, (we purpoſely retain the elegant 
phraſe of Hannan Mons.) But, in ſpite of the _ 
8 * lu, 


alty, of conſtitutional zeal, and religious ar 
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1 It, of which ſhe makes ſuch confident boaſt, it is but. tod 
clear, that ſhe herſelf is totally in the dark, and that ſhe 
rails againſt a ſyſtem, of which ſhe does not poſſeſs the 


ſmalleſt knowledge. Like a certain ingenious inſet, ſhe pof- 


ſeſſes the gift of extracting poiſon from the ſame. flowers 


-whence the bee calls the moſt fragrant ſweets. In a drama“, 
Which we find has produced the moſt ſalutary moral effects, by 
bringing back an erring female (all females are not ſo imma- 
culate as Hannan Mort!) to the path of duty, ſhe can trace 


the proliſic ſeeds of immorality and vice, In SchirLER's 


 beauitul play of The Robbers, ſhe finds the taſte of the Goths 


united with the morals of Bagſhot! After ſuch random afler- 
tious, it were need leſs to waſte a ſingle moment, to employ a 
ſingle line in refuting charges, which will have no weight, 


but with thoſe whom argument is not competent to convince. 


Wo cannot, however, cloſe t!:efe occaſional Remarks, with- 

out aſking, whether any play can breathe a purer ſpirit of loy- 
| cg than this ſelf- 

ſame importation from the decried German ſtage? Can the 


ſpeeches ct Rolla, fo admirably given by an actor, whom, to e : 
after naming, would be a ſpecies of ſacrilege (for no wor 
do juſtice to the mcrits of the f ELDER KeMBLE !) be excelled 
by any dramatic production the ſtage can boaſt? Can 


scan 


the danger of giving way to impetuous paſſions be more 


forcibly e than in Lovers“ Vows, fo admirably, ſo 
 incumparably adapted to the Engliſh ſtage by Mxs. Ixch- 
BALD: Can the miſeries attendant on female profligacy be 


more ſtrikingly exhibited, than in the affecting play of 1% 


Stranger? And yet this 2vould-Le dramatizer of Hezekiah and 
 Nebuchadnezzar Can ſee nothing but pregnant miſchief in theſe 
productions? Sound ſenſe and enlightened judgment we are 


well convinced will return a very different verdict, and ge- 


nuine morality and genuine taſte will alike own their obliga- 


tions to Mr. SHERIDAN and Mr. HARRIS, for their ſucceſsful 


attempts to enrich the Engliſh Drama with the meritorious 
productions of our continental neighbours. „„ 


1 


5 — 


— 


— . 


* See preface to The Stranger. Miſs Hanxan Moze's ig- 
norance is equal to her temerity. The Stranger, the informs us, 


is the firſt inſtance of an adultreſs being held up in any other light 
than go be reprobated. Probably, this manufaurer of ſacred dramas 


never read, or witneſſed the repreſentation of, Jane Shore. 


IT Ihe unrivalled ſtyle of excellence in which this inimita- 
dle actor ſuſtains the beautiful and arduous character of Rolla, 
fully juſtifies the application of the following line from Horace: 


Quo vito nil > fitnilg aut ſecudum. * A: 
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